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Many of the following Sonnets were written some 
five and thirty years ago^ others still earlier; and 
reflecting as these do the images and impressions of 
the author '' in the very May-mom of his youth/' it 
may be thought that^ in a few instances^ such com- 
positions bear not the strictest alliance *with the 
graver studies and pursuits of a later period ; if so^ 
his apology for their present publication is, that as 
several obtained circulation from unrevised manu- 
scripts, he was anxious they should appear in a more 
correct form. 
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Co ftft Eeadier. 



HE&B ARE SOMB FLOWERS — THO' PIBT I FBAB MAT BE 
OF TBNDEB GROWTH, AMD IMMATURE; WHICH I 
HAD LEFT Uf THEIR OBSCURER PLACE TO DIE, 

BUT THAT THE LADT OF MT PASSION, SHE, 

WHO NOW LONG TIME HAD HELD THE MASTER-KBT 

OF ILL MT THOUGHTS, WITH PITT-PLEADING BTE 
BESOUGHT, AND EAGEBrHANDED, FAIN WOULD TIE 

THE TERT POST THAT TOUBSELF NOW SEE : 

AND THUS IT IS, NOT DARING TO OFFEND 

A TASTE WHOSE PURENESS ALL OUR KIN ALLOW, 
(THO', if JUDICIOUS HERE, MT PBNSIYE BROW 

IS KNIT IN BODING DOUBT) MT GENTLE FRIEND ! 
THE MOTLET CULUNG WITH SUBMISSION DUE, 
JUST AS SHE PICKED FOR ME, I PROFFER TOU. 
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A ONCB nrrsirDKo, as pibmittbd, dkoication to thx lats most hobls 

THK DUCHBM OP BUOKIIIOHAlf. 

I HAVE not, Lady, singled out thy name 
To gild this page with ostentatious glare ; 
Or I might stand at once approved and fair. 

In the clear shadow of a sheltering fame. 

To the world's notice ; but a worthier aim 
Becomes my choice, so I may fitly bear. 
As some true Bard, to gifts and firtues rare, 

The voice and tribute of a high aodaim : 

And oh ! as now did ne'er my young heart pant 
For Milton's skill or Wordsworth's power to raise 
Th' enduring verse ; that in forth-coming days. 

When other names of kindred station want 
An epitaph, thy chronicle of praise 

Might live, as sculptured out in adamant. 
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OF MYSELF. 

I AM of lowly worth, yet in the main 

A man of better sort ; before the eye 

Life-searching even of an enemy 
My bearing hath been honest, and I fain 
Would trust not all ingloriously vain : 

With fearless voice I joined the righteous cry 

When Tyranny's red hand uplifted high 
The knotted scourge, or clenched the galling chain : 
And, in my proudest daring, framed the song 

Of thy redemption, Afric 1 — ^Forth I stood 
Upon our menaced shore with that great throng, 

Who rose to seal their liberties in blood ; 
And aye, against oppression, fraud and wrong. 

My arm shall move with theirs, the wise and good. 
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OP MY MOTHER. 

" She was a woman of a steady mind — " 

Humble, discreet, affectionate, and meek ; 

And, like a very child's, her eyes were weak 
In tears of love for suffering humankind : 
To all good deeds her gentle heart inclined. 

Much she endured, yet ne'er did murmur break 

The deep repose which beautified her cheek ; 
But calmly, patiently, and all resigned 
She bore her ill : meanwhile th* indwelling spirit. 

Chastened and sanctified by trouble here,. 
Became more pure, and fitter to inherit 

Its high abode in that celestial sphere 
Where now she waits, thro' Christ's redeeming merit. 

At God's right h^d, a happy worshipper. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



OF HARRIET. 

I HAD a sister — one wlio died when young ; 
Nor e'er did Love with closer bands entwine 
Two kindred hearts, than Harriet's heart and mine. 

Dark auburn hair in glossy tresses hung 

Down her white neck redundant ; never tongue 
Made sweeter music of the Poet's line 
Which told the sorrows of the man divine ; 

While richer gems than those for Beauty strung 

Dropt from her azure eyes : true, innocent, 
And happy-tempered as from envy free. 

She breathed on all the joy of her content : 
And ah ! too good for earth, it seemed to me 
Some passing angel sought her company 

Up through the golden clouds — a;id so — she went. 
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OF CHBI8T. 

Thet little know our kind, and widely err, 

Who dare to say — " If on this nether sphere 

'' Might Virtue in her full-orbed light appear 
(As did in wisdom's prouder day aver 
Its noblest school-man and philosopher,) 

" The radiating glory far and near 

" Would win the crowd to honour, and revere ; 
Yea, bind with mystic power all hearts to her : " 
For, in the fulness of the time came one 

In whom embodied Virtue's self was seen ; 
Nay, every varying grace in confluence shone 

Witii all-surpassing splendour o'er His mien ; 
And yet Scorn's mocking finger fixed upon 

The lowly and rejected nazarene. 
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OF MY HERMITAGE. 

TO ROBBBT 80UTHET, P.L. 

A GBASST circular inound before my cot 
Boots deep a giant elm, huge-limbed and tall, 
Whicb dwarfs my dwelling to a size so small, 

That tongues derisive ask, if such be not 

The palace of some tiny king, begot 
At Lilliput, or else a reed-thatched hall 
Where Oberon and Mab keep festival 

In rainy nights ? — ^yet caring ne'er a jot 

For gibe or jeer, full fain am I content 

To sojourn 'neath its roof thro* life's brief stage : 

Yea, happier hours than mine are rarely spent 
In lordly mansions — ^while, I dare engage 

To find more room in my low tenement 

Than our true friends might fill of this/a^ age. 
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OF MY FREEDOM AND THRALDOM. 

From mountain-cliasms the dark-blue stream descending. 

Buns its glad way wherever it may please ; 

The Zephyrs with the leaves of chosen trees 
Play as they list ; the cloudless sky upwending, 
The lark sings, to his own proud will attending ; 

And rifling every honey-bloom he sees, 

The wild bee roves ; o*er green and sunny leas 
Sport the white lambs in pastimes never ending ; 

And whilom just as free of choice was I. 

Through each bright scene of boyhood's happy hours 
I shaped a wayward course, and loiteringly 

Wandered with Fancy through her fairest bowers : 
But Love soon snared me with his captive-tie. 

Yet were my fetters interlaced with flowers. 
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OP MY COURTSHIP. 

Yes, beauty was young Edith's envied boon ; 

Yet not the beauty whose out-flashing light 

Meets but to dazzle the beholder's sight, 
For hers gave that soft radiance which the moon 
From its pale forehead sheds in nights of June. 

— So fair, so gentle looked that virgin bright, 

I needs must love her in mine own despite ; 
And therefore what the marvel I should soon 
The secret of my heart essay to teU ? 

This did I, lowly bending on my knee ; 
Yet scarce my faltering tongue could syllable 

One sentence framed in truth's simplicity, 
Ere straight all blushing on my neck she feU, 

And kisses spake the rest — ^no words had we. 
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AN APOLOGY FOR ANGLING. 

All is not idleness as ye opine, 

Ye wise ones ! — while some chosen place I take 
On the green margin of the corling lake, 
A patient brother of the rod and line : 
Nay, I gness shrewdly, though your brows incline 
O'er tomes of antique lore, and ye forsake 
Day's open smile for dose-pent rooms, ye make 
is profit of your hours than I of mine, 
plying thus the angler's gentle part, 
immune with my inmost self and learn 
that mystery, the human heart ; 
gath all shapes of outward things discern 
The ii^elling power divine ; or, hand in hand 
With ^Wacy, thread the depths of fairy-land. 
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ON LEAVING IRELAND. 

Thebe is a picture painted by the hand, — 
The master-hand of Eeynolds, — where you see, 
Betwixt the Tragic Muse and Comedy, 

Our Garrick all irresolutely stand, 

While each is striving for supreme command : 
The one of air majestic, cabn and free, 
The other with wild eyes of wanton glee : 

And so stood I on Erin's ocean-strand : 

Pleasure on this side plucked my sleeve and told 
My yielding ear the joys of longer stay. 

Till with a grasp, which made my blood run cold, 
Duty forbade another hour's delay, 

In voice so stern that Pleasure loosed her hold, 
And I, with tearful aspect, took my way. 
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EARLY FRIENDSHIP. 

" Thou know'it that we two w«nt to sehool togotbcr."— 8a, 



I HAD a Friend, kind-hearted, open, true, — 
And we were boys together, he and I : 
Nor seldom under Spring's blue-roofed sky, 

We of forth-coming years sweet pictures drew, 

Bright as itself, and ay, as mocking, too. 
From school we parted with the mutual sigh, 
And took our separate walk as destiny 

Ordained — ^by chance we met and did renew 

Past intercourse, but time, alas ! had made 
Strange alteration : we were not the same 
As once, in thought or motive, wish or aim ; 

At Mammon's shrine his daily court was paid, 
And I with my first love stiU fed the flame 

Of Poesy, in Tempe's hallowing shade. 
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PICKING AND STEALING. 

Now Jane was under that old mulberry tree. 

So watch'd and guarded near the summer-house ; 
I caught her pilfering from the lower boughs — 

" Dear Heaven, what purple Hps ! they '11 surely be 

To in-door folk no doubtful history." 

Now this to 'scape she stood with knitted brows, 
In pretty strife betwixt the ift and hiv)% — 

No spring was near, and turning fiill on me, 

She said, " Sweet cousin, thy advice I pray :" 
" It is," quoth I (one arm her waist enfolding. 
And with the other hand her small wrists holding),- 

" It is, to kiss those tell-tale stains away." 
But, ah ! as kisses oft will do, this made 
The matter worse, and both of us betrayed. 
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OP A POOL. 

Amid a common where no herb will grow, 
There is a stagnant water, dark and deep, 
And still, as the compressM lips that keep 

A guilty secret (save indeed one low 

And hushing sound which, waving to and fro, 
Tlie consdous sedges make). Upon its steep 
And broken bank, idiere coiling adders sleep, 

Stands a bare tree whose date no man doth know ; 

A place of evil, loneliness and fear. 

Befitting well its tale ; for th^re they say 
Was found a floating babe, and frequently 

Beneath that blasted alder will appear 
In dark reli^ against a moonlit sky, 
A shadowy form — ^that glides, as you approach, away. 
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LOVE AND POETRY. 

When but a boy — ^a very boy at school, 
With not a hair upon my chin, there came 
To pay a visit to some village dame, 
A black-eyed maiden ; such a pretty fool. 
That faith ! as Cupid needs must ovemile, 
I fell o'er ears in love ! and Walkingame 
And Lowth such drudgery grew, that neither shame 
Nor terror of the rod (ah I days of doole I) 
Could me compel ; but with most sweet delight 
I wrote and wrote fre^h couplets for the eye 
Of wondering Kate : and thus did Poesy 
And Love spring up together ; neither might 
The law of death which did divorce from one. 
Estrange the other — still I scribble on. 



? 
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OF MY SORROW AND CURE. 

About the time of that my first devotion 
At Love's fjEor skrine, the demon Jealonsie 
Wrought eivtrance in my soul, and fill'd mine eye 
With most distrustful watchings, in the notion 
That one George Templeton (for grace of motion 
And comeliness of mien more blest than T,) 
Met kindlier notice when blithe Kate passed by ; 
And oh I like peace upon a restless ocean 
Breathed her sweet words, on that bright eventide 
When he and I stood wrangling at the gate 
To greet her homeward step, returning late 
From neighbouring wake, as playfully she cried, 
" Thy fairing, James," and so a kiss impressed. 
Leaving my rival silent and distressed. 
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TO THE ^OLIAN HARP. 

Habp of delidoos ravisbment 1 I own, 

And aye shall own with love thy magic power ; 

Goiling the fancy in life's moodier hour, 
With such wild turns and sequences of tone 
As thine aerial minstrel may alone 

Unseen awake : soft ! as to Lady's bower 

Came pipings sweet of wandering troubadour ; 
Then loud ! as tho' a battle-trump were blown 
And woke all dissonance of armed fray; 

Melting again—- oh, list 1 — as now it led 
The noiseless revelries of elf and fay 

Printing the moonlit grass with shadowy tread ; 
Then bursting, rolling, swelling far away. 

Like Fame's high voicings o'er a poet — dead. 
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TO THE GENIUS OP PAINTING. 

SUPP08KD TO BB IPOKBN BY VT nilKKO THB RBV. J. BAOLKS. 

FoBGiVB me, sister of the lyric muse, 
Forgive thy truant son, who now so long, 
Smit by the harmonies of ancient song, 

Hath been a loiterer amidst the dews 

Of the Castalian fount ; nor yet refuse 

(While past neglects come o'er me with a throng 
Of sharp regrets,) my present suit, that strong 

In renovated love its vow Tenews ; 

And while fresh scenes are opening to my sight. 

Severe with splendour, or in beauty bright, 
To faithful service guide my willing hand. 

That so such fostering care I may requite 
With fitting honours, while I take my stand 

With gentle Claude, or him, Salvator, wild and grand ! 
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THE ALCOVE. 

♦■ -- 

I AM no hypped recluse nor anchoret, 
Yet could I wish this hut grotesque were mine, 
With crossing trails of hop and eglantine 
Drawn out from post to post, a tangled net 
And sun-screen — by whose door a rivulet 
Glides calmly on, to thread in manifold twine 
Yon fresh green meadows with its silvery line — 
Broad here, and deep, where swift and swallow wet 
Their long and arrowy wings in shriekmg glee. 

While some lone wren, concealed by hawthorn near. 
Sings like a poet in obscurity : 
Yet hut and brook and bird would only be 

A weariness, if Edith stood not here 
To praise in her meek way the place to me. 
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A REMONSTRANCE. 

TO AN AOKD LIBKETHrS. 

Old man ! forbear to haunt by passionate glance 
Each guileless-hearted fair : with wise intent, 
Lo ! Nature hath thy body earthward bent, 
That thou mightst read, with pensive countenance. 
What 's written in the dust of that keen lance 

Which thro' thy shivering frame shall soon be sent. 
And pin thee to the grave ; till it be rent 
By the solemn trump of Grod, and thou advance. 
In pale-eyed fear, before the judgment seat ! 

Forbear ! let friendly speech of mine recall. 
Ere conscience make reprisals when the beat 

Of life is faintest, and a voice appal 
Thine innermost soul, as of a foe that 's nigh. 
While grief is vain, and hope a mockery. 
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OP MARaARET'S DEATH. 

I STOOD beside poor Margaret's dying bed, 
Who there for sixteen weary weeks had lain 
A suffering woman — ^till, through grief and pain, 

Her work of patience now was perfected ; 

And from her tears she meekly raised her head. 
As some braised lily after heavy rain. 
Purer : the world's voice met her ear, cold, vain, 

And hollow, while her happy spirit fed 

On heavenly food : a light shone round her brow, 
(As if prophetic of its changeless wreath,) 

Brightening as closed her eyes. — ^Dear Charles ! if now 
Thyself wouldst prove the peace which promiseth 
A hope so calm and beautiful at death. 

In that same holy path she walked, walk thou I 
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SKIDDAW. 

Climbing with weary steps the bald ascent 
Of Sldddaw, on we laboured — ^in the sky 
The smmner sun was shining hot and high. 

And scarcely had we kept onr, first intent. 

Save that a spring upon the way we went 
Cooled and refreshed us with its sweet supply 
Of water — and we gained, an hoar gone by, 

The broad bleak top— when, as in mockery meant. 

Sudden the air grew thick with misty doud ; 
But as it cleared away, what deep ddight 

Filled me I know not — ^while I breathed aloud, 
" So on the poised Angels' wondering sight, 

*' Erom its chaotic, slow, disparting shroud, 
" Emerged this earth in beauty and in light ! " 
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DAY-DREAMING. 

These sat a mother dreaming o er her child 
With her eyes open ; sight there could not be 
More touching fair : the infant on her knee 

Lay cahn in slumber, whilst with fancies wild 

She drew its future lot — she drew, and smiled. 
Now in her gaze a plumed chief was he 
Home-bound from conquest ; now of Poesy 

The laurelled son ; or venerably mild, 

A mitred churchman ; or with eloquent art 
Moving the senate ; or on throne-like chair 

Seated in ermine : filling thus each part 
Of those who climb ambition's nobler stair. 
Lady ! dream on, — ^nor see, what T see there. 

The death-fiend, hovering o'er with poised dart. 
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A SECOND SONNET TO THE JEOLIAN HABP. 

To what, dear lute, may I again compare 

The changeful burthen of thy tuneful strings ? — 

Now low and sweet, as the fond utterings 
Of Psyche's love on Oupid's bosom are ; 
Or fairy music round Titania's chair ; 

Or the faint gurgling lapse of Tempers springs ; 

Or that soft melody a mermaid sings. 
Her white hands gleaming through her tangled hair ; 
Or, boldlier swept, in depths of tone descending 

To Pan*s loud pipe beside a waterfall ; 
And now (Enone's passionate grief expending 

In one wild dying wail for Paris' thrall : 
Anon, each power of sound together blending — 

Hush, metaphor ! — ^it is unearthly all 1 
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WINTER. 

Solemn and deep the hollow winds without 
Eoar many-mouthed : the cold and northern air 
Bites with sharp tooth : the trees stand black and bare. 
Hung with their thousand icicles about. 
As these might seem the fit)zen tears shed out 
For robes umbrageous — ^from my armM chair 
I needs must rise to give his customed &re 
Yon robin at my casement : hark ! the shout 
And boisterous laughter from the lake proclaim 
The error of some skater's ill-poised heel 
Prone on the echoing ice ! deep pain I feel 
To think how this my sick and delicate frame 
Should keep me here a prisoner, till the Spring, 
With fresh and bahny airs, comes minist'ring. 
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OP A FRIEND. 

UHDBB GALUlOrr AHD PKBSBOUTIOir. » 

HowEYEB clianged may be his outward lot, 
And sunken low his fortunes ; though his name 
Be mocked and branded as a thing of shame ; 

And eyil foes have so enlarged a spot. 

That even she who loved, now loveth not : 

Yet his own thoughts sustain him, that his aim 
Hath evermore been pure : so may he claim 

Alliance with great spirits, " nor bate a jot 

Of heart or hope, but still bear up and steer 
Eight onward," keeping patiently in sight 

That forth-appearing day which shall make clear 
All mystery, what time (their names long dead 
Who now are vexing him,) about his head 

Justice shall draw a ring of living light. 
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ASGALON. 

Startling the ear vrith its shrill utterance. 

Trump calls to trump — the fiery steed neighs loud. 

Soon to involve his rider in the cloud 
Of foam and dust and hurtling barb and lance. 
The Saracen hath risen from his trance. 

And hurriedly before the Prophet bowed 

The knee : while England's banner, waving proud, 
Flares like a meteor — his dark countenance, 
Bichard, the Bang, hath vizored : " On, ye brave, 

On to the fray and let the Scoffers know 
Christ's holy birth-land is the fittest grave 

For Islam; now the Grod-avenging blow!** 
He spake — their bodies to the fight they gave, 

Madly. — My soul ! how drear that overthrow ! 
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THK NIGHTINGALE AND ECHO. 

Within a leafy copse, entangled deep 
By interlacing boughs, a Nightingale 
Sat warbling from his throat a tender tale 

Of love neglected ; when as waked from sleep 

The playful Echo mocked him, through the sweep 
Of his full song, hs feigning to bewail 
The self-same absent mate — and would prevail 

O'er some capricious mood which made her keep 
Herself away : vexed as deceived, the bird 
Strove to outmatch the rival notes he heard ; 

Now breathing tremulous persuasions, low 
As Sappho's lute — then bursting out amain 

In passionate appeals of jealous woe ; 

'Till down he dropt, breaking his heart in twain ! 
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TO WILLIAM ETTY, R.A. 

OK HIS RKQUESTINO A 8UBJXCT FOB HIS PEKCIL. 

What shalt thou paint me, Etty ? JiCt it be 
A scene from Grecian fable, where young faces 
Look brightest, like the stars in darksome places ; 

I mean, where shadowed by some broad-limbed tree. 

Nestle the listening Dryades, whilst he. 

Old Pan, blows his sweet pipe — or where the Graces, 
With arms entwined in sisterly embraces, 

Stand smiling their own lovely forms to see 

Mirror'd in Tempe's flood ; — or I would have 
The tender Psyche in her guileless play 

With the Idalian boy ; — or that deep cave 
Where nymph-girt Dian hears in pale dismay 
Actaeon's horn ; — or any olden story 
Of love and beauty, gentleness or glory. 
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TO WILLIAM ETTY, R.A. 

(Oomlinued.) 

What, still perplexed, and bid me try again P 
Well, give fair Leda o'er that lake presiding, 
Where her enamoured swan goes calmly gliding 
In grace and light ; or rising from the main 
The Queen of Love, or else with silken rein. 

Through the disparted clouds, her twin-doves guiding ; 
Or tliat Yow^d girl in valorous strength confiding, 
Waiting Amphitryon from the battle plain : 
Or while with lute for his sweet wife stands pleading 

The bright-haired Orpheus ; or the martyrdom 
Of Sappho's love ; or Paris, faint and bleeding, 
When he to poor (Enone's arms is come ; 
Or — ^but enough — ^for, Etty, I believe. 
Thou dost but task me, laughing in thy sleeve. 
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NEAR HASTINGS. 

'Tis early dawn, and the unrisen sun 

Sends forth yon star, his bright-haired harbinger ; 

No breath is blown the lightest leaf to stir, 
The stillness of the earth and sky seems one : 
That gossamery net, in darkness spun 

For dull-eyed fly, hangs out from bur to bur. 

Whilst he^ its delicate artificer, 
Lurks watchful near — ^but hark 1 it is begun — 
Mom's music : pipes the blackbird from the wood — 

With chattered compliments the green hedge-row 
Is all alive — ^larks mount in merriest mood ; 

And not a thrush but sings his best, as now 
Steeping With splendours the broad ocean-flood, 

The Grod of light uplifts his monarch-brow. 
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OF POETICAL INSPIRATION. 

Times are there when your Poets sing their best ; 
' Nor count it idle dreaming while I hold 

A faith, which Milton's star-lit mind controlled ; 
How each, by birth-right, in his favoured breast. 
Of some mysterious lyre becomes possest ; 

Whose chords (like Mcmnon's), stricken by a bold 

And viewless hand, give out most manifold 
And welcome music ; as his inward guest 
Might be a wandering Sibyl, who so made 

His lips oracular ; though not the same 
Befalls amidst the gloom of wintry hours, 
But at the sunny time of birds and flowers ; 
When ofk, as lying in the greenwood shade. 

His utterance is song, unthinking of a name. 
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RENVYLE— IRELAND. 



O ! IT is very sweet in this wild place, 

Now that the winds and waves are reconciled, 
And the still ocean, like a slumbering child 
Within the glory of a mother's face, 
Lies bright ; 'tis very sweet, as now, to trace 
Fair images of things which once beguiled 
My early boyhood, when all Nature smiled, 
E'en as a poet's soul, with light and grace ; 
As if, indeed, I saw the self-same shore, 
Its tender hills, pure sky, and azure main. 
Chequered with purpling islands, where a train 
Of winged creatures did resort of yore, 
To thread the choral dance, or haply guide 
The Paphian Venus through the curling tide. 
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TO WILLIAM WILBERFORCE. 

With other, yea, a deeper, holier love 

Than may affect a common gratitude 

Towards men renowned for deeds humane and good, 
Breathe we his name — whose soul, sublimed above 
All lesser aim and object, singly strove, 

Nor strove in vain, though wrathfuUy withstood, 

To save his country from the curse of blood ; 
Bursting those iron-bands oppression wove, 
For the swart race of Afiric's burning dime. 

And, Wilberforce ! the homage is thine own ; 
Since to gray hairs, from manhood's vigorous prime. 

Into such work thy giant strength was thrown ; 
And this, in their imperishable rhyme, 

Our Bards shall chronicle through days unknown. 
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HALF-HOLIDAY. 

Ay, there they go, the merry creatures go. 
Those urchins burst from school to pass away 
Six summer hours in sunshine holiday ; 

Tho' where, or how, they neither care nor know ; 

Or in the woods where whortle-berries grow ; 
Or scaring squirrels up the topmost spray 
With noisy whoop ; or making cruel prey 

Of silvery dace, with crooked pin, below 

The mossy bridge ; or dabbling with delight 

In pebbled shallows, yellow, blue, and white ; 
Or meadow-wandering, gayest flowers to pull 

For posies fair ; or chasing now, in vain, 
The dragon-fly, so bright and beautiful. 

I would I were with them a boy again I 
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MORNING. 

While Sloth's dull brood each ou his pillow dozes. 
The busy lark outpours his gladsome bynm. 
To hail the Sun — above yon mountain's rim ; 

And from their dewy chambers pale jHimroses, 

With all gay flowers, which. Spring's free hand uncloses, 
To sprinkle as she may in sportiye whim. 
O'er hedge-row bank, or brooklet's cunred brim. 

Peep smiling forth. The happy eye reposes 

Delightedly on fields so fresh and fair. 

And happy minds, at such an hour as this. 

Were fain to think that e'en the common air 
Came breathing out from Nature's heart of Uise : 

And such is mine, since from her couch ci care. 
Restored to wonted health sweet Edith is. 
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TO A NAMELESS ONE. 

•* The Bose by any name will smell as sweet/* 
Said Nature's Bard ; and I, as trae a friend 
To delicate passion, fearing to offend 
A timid virgin's ear, forbear to greet 
Thee with thine own true name, lest |pen repeat 
The same in public talk, and meddlers rend 
Love's mystic veil, and with our story blend 
Coarse-tongued remark. So just as the conceit 
Shifts with my vagrant humour, I create 

The name of Mary, Kate, or Emmeline ; 
Content that thou in secret through the feint, 
Know'st well to whom my heart is dedicate : 
As so the pilgrim serves his tutelar saint 
By many a symbol and at many a shrine. 
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A SEA-PICTURE. 

-♦ - 

Two graceful ships are tilting on the sea. 

Each, swan-like, spreading out its plumage fair 
To the fresh breathings of the summer air : 

Twin-shaped are they, as they twin-bom might be, 

And fain would greet in sister amity : 

But no ! for angry parle the twain prepare ; 
And sorrow on the heart's ambitious care, 

That forms so beauteous should so iU agree ! 

The onset-cheer is given — the thunderous gun 
Shatters — ^till now, the fierce and boarding brand 
Bangs as it flashes — side by side they stand 

Two hulks all black and bare — ^the fight is done. 
France ! bravely wrought thine ineffectual hand, 

England! severely was thy conquest won. 
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AFTER A MEMORABLE BATTLE. 

The great fight o'er, I rose at break of day 

And sought the war-field — banner, arms, and horse 
Mingled confusedly — the stiffened corse 

Of stem-eyed warrior, who with spirit gay 

Heard yester-noon the battle-trumpet's bray. 
Now to the carrion crow and raven hoarse 
Offered choice fare — and these with all the force 

Of angered hoot and shout I drove away : 

Thick, dull and heavy was the early air : 

And wide around me lay the promised hoard 

For Autumn waste and trodden ; while not rare 
Some moaning man my friendly hand implored 

To end his sufferings : — calm in her despair 
A woman passed me seeking her lost lord. 
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OF A STRANGER. 

A VOTAOINO INCIDBMT. 

Th£K£ sat a Lady in our passage-boat ; 

Aud as the night grew cold, albeit June, 

I seeing her attired but thinly, soon 
Made courteous proffer of my travelling coat, 
Which she with such fine grace as might denote 

Good birth, received — ^up-sparkling to the moon 

The silver waves sent forth a mirthful tune — 
They, or old Triton from the curled throat 
Of his wild horn — then, whence that Lady's sigh ? 

With cautious phrase I spake, and gained her heed, 
Till in our bolder talk unweetingly 

Came out her secret — ^how with Duty's creed 
Clashed Love's recorded vow — ^in the moonshine 
Her fair eyes filled with tears, and so did mine. 
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OP POESY. 



> 
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" An idle art ; " nay, Grentle, say not so. 
Nor thus decry so many an honoured name, 
Since, verily, there lives no better claim 

Upon the wise and good man's thanks ; for know 

Its power can lull the aching sense of woe. 
And stifle thoughts of discontent, and tame 
The violent passions, and in hopeful fame 

Flush the pale cheek of age with youthful glow. 

Strike fear into the heart of guilt, requite 
The hard oppressor, calm the storms of strife. 

And make a cell a palace ; Avreathe a bright 
Heroic crown, still green when those of kings 
Are dust : yea, give at wiU insensate things 

The breath and immortality of life ! 
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SCHOOLDAYS. 

There are bright spots in life, and that was one, 
However dark the intervening time. 
When, in the sunny light of boyhood's prime 
My playmates and myself, onr school-work done 
And half the day, a blue-skied day, our own, 
Went scampering o'er the yellow fields to dimb 
Some giant elms and rob (nor call it crime 
Where conscience spake in no upbraiding tone) 
The twig-built rook-nests of their mottled store : 

Or armed with lead-tipped staves in Preston copse 
Hunt the red squirrel with vociferous cries 

Of " hue, gag, gag ! " along the branches' tops, 
Until, his wondrous feats of leaping o'er, 
Down-dropped and pantmg, we secured the prize. 
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SKLF-RKCOMPENSE. 

There is an inward sense of truth and right 
Which doth sustain a man — a holy mood 
Of deep quiescent feeling, in the good 

And wise, self-centered, shedding its own light 

About the soul when all around is night ; 

A blessed calm — (which they of wrathful blood. 
Detraction's spawn or Envy's eril brood. 

Disturb in Tain with all their venom'd spite) 

As did in those heroic spirits dwell 

Who toiled, from ignorance a world to free ; 

Pale Gralileo, wasting in his cell ; 
Or Luther, 'mid the shafts of tyranny ; 

Or Milton, as the two-fold shadow fell. 

Blindness and bate — bowing to God his knee ! 
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A MAY-HOPE. 

--♦-- 

Mt dear and Sister-friend, who hast been now 
Through the long wintry months a prisoner pale 
To one dose, silent room, thine inward ail 
Baffling each studious thought which lines the brow 
Of men most skilled i^-cheer up, sweet Girl, for lo ! 
Young Spring returns and fills the sunny vale 
With companies of flowers 1 meanwhile his tale 
The Lnnet warbles in the green hedge-row ; 
I '11 ope the casement just a little space. 
Giving the soft fresh air brief liberty 
To breathe upon thy brow ; and it may be 
That He who loves us, in his tender grace. 
Shall thus, where human effort fails, bestow 
Health to a sickly flower which droopeth low. 
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E. B. L. 

APOLOOBTICAL. 

It is my priTilege to know a man, 

A man whose like on earth you seldom see ; 

Than nobles, nobler ; tho' heraldic tree 
Show not or when or where his race began ; 
One, whose severe and searching spirit can 

Fetch light from depths of subtlest mystery ; 

Who, Truth's ethereal body dares set free 
Of school-men's trappings : and in Freedom's van 
Stands foremost to uplift his champion-spear : 

He, in our walks at times, withdrawn awhile 
From sterner occupation, deigns to hear 

My boyhood's crude aspirings couched in style 
Poetic, whilst I seek, 'twixt hope and fear. 

High meed ! his faint nor unapproving smile. 
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OF A PICTURE BY DAVID TBNIERS. 

*• A TIME for all things " — so the Preacher said ; 
Nor seldom am I glad to turn aside 
From those bright forms that in their beauty glide 
O'er verdant glades by Peneus waterM ; 
As noto, to enter free the thatch-roofed shed 
Where that old Piper stands right dignified 
On three-legged stool — ^whfle She, the virgin-bride, 
In coif of purest white and bodice red, 
(The common praise, nor less the heart delight 
Of yon gray pair who at the door-way stand,) 
Is led along the dance, hand linking hand. 
By him her chosen mate ; while sparkling bright 
Ale-stoups are passing round, nor jokes a few — 
A happy scene, which makes me happy too. 
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THE SABBATH. 

A CALM sweet morn-break of that holy day 

O'er which Grod's voice came breathing — " Let it be 
While Time shall last, held dedicate to me ; " 

And I, not slow the mandate to obey, 

Have first in Nature's temple (filled alway 
Where foot may range, sail spread, or eye can see, 
With one broad effluence of Deity,) 

Sought the still homage of my soul to pay ; 

And now, regardful of the village chime. 
Full soon together Mrith'the rustic poor 
My knee will bow upon the sacred floor ; 

Or sitting, hear those mysteries sublime. 

Whose promised blessedness, outreaching time, 
Shall spread along the rolling — Evermore. 
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AFTER THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO. 

Proudly I bear the name of Englishman; 
Proudly I own the land which gave me birth : 
The light of glory floods it. Not the earth 

May show the like in her wide map, nor can 

The age of fable rival. Never ran 
The tide of free-born blood, of patriot worth, 
In channel so illostrions ; never forth 

On the world's stage have stepped since time began 

Men like the present— men of mighty fame 
For deeds of warfare. Philip's conquering son. 
Or he by whom Platsea's field was won, 

Yea, of past annals each ennobled name, 

Like stars of lesser radiance, hide their flame 
Before the splendours of our Wellington. 
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POBTUNE-TELLING. 

1. 

Down a green winding lane, beside a wood. 
Encamped a motley crew of tliat swart race, 
Wlio to an Ethiop source their lineage trace ; 
A knot of Gypsies — and amongst them stood 
One with the kindly hand of womanhood 
Feeding a tethered goat, who now did place 
Herself before me, and with such a face 
And such black eyes as quicken youthful blood. 
Quoth she, " A sixpence just to cross thy palm, 
And learn thy fortune by the stars, sweet Sir." 
Said I, " Thou'rt but a poor Astrologer, 
Who knowest not a single star by name." 
** Nay ; trust my charmed words, for they have bahn 
For wounded hearts ; " and thus her accents came :- 
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FORTUNE-TELLING. 

II. 

" Believe me, stranger, thou shalt shortly wed 
A shapely maiden — one past all compare 
For eyes of sunny blue and silken hair ; 

Of good inheritance and gently bred ; 

In her own home the all but worshipped 
For acts of filial heed and sister care. 
And finding Mends to love her every where ; 

While thus thy jealous heart must needs be led 

To dark surmises and distrustful fears 
Lest she may prove regardless of her vow : 

But be assured, despite those brimming tears, 
She aye shall be to thee as she is now." 

And Edith, as the portraiture she drew. 

Say will the Sibyl's prophecy prove — ^true ? 
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AN INSCRIPTION 

FOB THE MOVUMIEirr OF 



Stbanger ! if thou this place of graves hast sought 
In eager hope to greet with high acclaim 
Some laurelled favourite of heroic fame, 

. Hold on thy way ; but if thy frame be wrought 

Of gentler texture, and in pious thought 
Schooling the mind, thine is the better aim, 
To pay meek reverence to the good man's name ; 

Hither no ill-timed chance thy foot hath brought : 

For One in mortal stillness sleepeth here, 

Who was, what all on earth might wish to be — 

Chaste, sensible, affectionate, sincere; 
The friend of merit in obscurity. 

Benign to others, on himself severe ; 

" God fearing, but above all other fear." 
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A TRAVELLING INCIDENT. 

CUMBKBLAITD. 

An old man with a fiddle in his hand. 
Which oft on village green, at wake, or fair, 
Gave motion to the feet of many a pair 

Of hand-linked swains ; the roamer of a band, 

Who holding neither right in honse or land, 
live by the hedges in the open air ; • 
He, with a stooping body ghostly spare, 

A guileful eye, and ratted cheek long tanned 

By sun, dew, wind, and rain, to sallow brown. 
Besought our passing dole. " 'Tis hard," he said 

*' At four-score years to struggle up and down 
This awesome country for one's daily bread ; " 

Then, scraping from his crazy instrument 

A sprightly air, in sadness on he went. 
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THE SABBATH-BELLS. 

Chimed ne*er so rudely, still the Sabbath-bells 
At distance heard, and heard at intervals, 
Just as the gentle wind or swells or falls. 

Sweet music make : ay, 'tis a voice that tells, 

Articulate in holy syllables. 

Of rest aftd peace, — ^while now the summons calls 
The village folk from out their cottage walls. 

By twos and threes, as young bees leave their cells 

In early spring : mothers with babies fair. 
Boys prayer-book laden, age with tresses gray. 
Young men and maidens in their best array — 

All wending upwards to the house of prayer ; 

Nor sure a heart where human kindness dwells. 

But loves the chiming of the Sabbath-bells. 
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FEBRUARY THE XIVth. 



Haye you e'er watched the rose-leafs fading hue 
Plucked newly from its stem ? So faint a red, 
Broke by a dimple, o'er Her cheek is spread. 
Have you e'er seen the soft delicious bhie 
Of a young yiolet, while» with pearis of dew. 
On some sweet April mom *tis watered ? 
Such is her loving eye. Have you e'er read 
Of those fair forms, so delicate and true, 
Which glide in light through classic dell and wood ? 
So shapely is her person ; and to these. 
Adding all gifts to win, all powers to please, 
Yea, draw forth blessings from the wise and good, 
Such from her casement did this mom incline. 
And say, " Good-morrow, sweet Sir Valentine." 
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BIRD-NESTING. 

0, YE sweet warbling songsters, free and gay, 
That deep in hedge-row bush or bowering tree 
Have poised your housing cells so dexterously. 

It is, I trow, to you an evil day ; 

For three rude younkers passed me on their way 
To mar your mirth ; as certes they will see 
Those secret homes, how thick soe'er may be 

The clustered leafiness of tangling spray. 

And ah ! despite your sharp, shrill, pleading cries. 
And flittings round and round, exulting show 

Within their thorn-proof hands the pilfered prize ; 
To hang forthwith in many a threaded row. 
Festooning bright the cupboard's antique bow — 

Memento sad of school-boy cruelties ! 
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TO MAUD, 

OK MT FIB9T WALK AFTXB SICK-BOOM IMPmUOmCBirr 

While barely yet recovered from mine ail, 
To cross the brook with feeble pace, and prove 
Along the border of our lime-tree grove 

The odorous freshness of the passing gale. 

Thine arm would help me, Maud ! — nor less avail 
Those sister-sympathies which ever move 
Thy lips, to speak of comfort and of love ; 

In sooth, when all the saws of schoolmen ML 

To reach the heart, that melting voice of thine 
Drops unction at its core, and doth instil 
A meek compliance with His sovran will, 

Whose grace and wisdom through each purpose shine ; 

The one, apportioning the ill we need, 

The other, binding up the bruisM reed. 
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IDLENESS. 

Ever as Spring returns, my steps frequent 
A chosen spot among our western vales, 
A place of waters and of nightingales, 
Where, as the various humour prompts, intent 
On pleasurable, ends, my time is spent 
Or with my sketch-book, or in shaping tales 
Of high romance ; or as the daylight fails. 
Listening to those sweet birds in wonderment 
Silent and deep ; or through the live-long day. 
With tapering rod, I take my stand where glide 
The glassy streams, to lure with dexterous play 
Of mimic fly, the spotted trout ; whilst near, 
She, who makes all my pleasures doubly dear. 
Beads Walton, meekly walking at my side. 
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A RECOLLECTION. 

In years of early life I met by chance — 
Met at a courtly ball, a lady bright ; 
Nor stately form, more true and exquisite 

For its proportions, nor a countenance 

More beautifdl, the spirit of romance 
Hath ever feigned. In motionless delight 
I gazed, and sighing, wished myself a knight 

Of olden times, to break one valorous lance 

For her sweet sake. I thrice made vain essay 
To speak — such awe was in her loveliness : 
Thereafter where she went I could not guess 

Nor learn ; but this I know, through many a day 
It eased my stricken heart to think, that She 
Looked not at others as she looked at me. 
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THE EAGLE. 

▲N INCIDBMT U( OOHirAMARA. 



When long mine angle had been plied in vain ; 
For certes not a trout seemed in the mood 
To seize as wont its winged or scaly food, 

I clomb the summit of that rocky chain 

Which girds the lake, nor did the top attain. 
Ere lo ! before me at short distance stood, 
As challenging the steps that dare intrude 

Within the precincts of his own domain, 

A grey, gigantic Eagle ! grasping still 

His prey — whom neither shout nor stone could move ; 

Till now, as suiting best his regal will 

He rose with such calm grandeur o'er my head, 

That I, recalling ancient wisdom, said, 

" Not worthier Jove of thee, than thou of Jove." 
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THE EAGLE. 

II. 

" With such calm grandeur/' for his mighty wings, 

That cast a shadow o'er my upturned face. 

No yisible effort showed, like theirs, the race 
Of common birds in noisy labourings ; 
But wide expanded (as the inward springs 

Of motion centred in no other place 

Than his own mind), upbore him through the space 
Ethereal, slowly, slowly, till the things 
Of earth grew dim beneath his piercing sight ; 

When, like the rainbow's sweep inverted, he 
Sailed downwards, re-ascending to a height, 

Great as before ; whence, with volition free 
He on and onwards took his level flight ; 

But where or why, was all a mystery 
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WRITTEN UNDER A MAGNIFICENT OAK-POLLARD, 

WHILE ITS PBOFU8ION OF ICICLES WEBE HELTIMO IV THE BUK. 

Were now my spirit wrapped in dreamy mood, 

I verily might think, majestic tree ! 

That I (thou, Jane, art near), in company 
Of some most pure and beauteous Naiad stood. 
In her own temple 'neath the fountain flood ; 

In her own temple, roofed all gorgeously 

With gem or chrysolite— or I might be 
Embower'd with fairy queen in magic wood. 
The small leaves raining down a silver light 
About our couch— or under ceiHng bright, 

Starred with the twinklings of ten thousand eyes, 

Such as illume the Houri*s paradise ; 
Or else — ^but ah, so wondrous fair the sight. 

That fancy bids in vain her visions rise. 
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COTTAGE SMOKE IN AUTUMN. 

What sudden gladness fills our Cousin's eye P 
What beauteous object thus may win and please, 
Lifting her breast with gentle ecstacies? 

"lis only from yon white-walled cots which lie 

Close clustered there, afront the western sky. 

That blue ascending smoke ; which now the breeze. 
Wafting at pleasure thro' the thin-leaved trees, 

Breaks into flying rings capriciously. 

Yet not those curlings of blue smoke have lit. 
For their own sake, a smile in eyes so fair. 

But that they tell of home-firesides, where sit 
Wife, husband, friend, all housed together there, 
With bosomed babe twining its mother's hair : 

And sure this thought hath feminine joy in it. 
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TO A COLLEGE FRIEND. 

Chables, I have loved thee with a brother's love ; 

Yea, scarce a mother o'er the child she rears, 

Hath shed from her fond eyes more frequent tears 
Than I for thee. With strenuous care I strove 
Thy best affections in that cause to move 

Which good men pray for ; trembling in my fears. 

Much did I counsel for thy coming years ; 
And I commend thee now to God above, 
In that high office thou hast made thy choice : 

Walking in His eye's brightness, go thou on 
And publish the glad tidings, with a voice 

And spirit strong in holy union ; 
So through thy labours many shall rejoice. 

And Christ reward thee when thy work is done. 
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THE 8URPRISAL. 

On the green margin of a stream she stood, 
Thick-leavM trees the chosen covert shading : 
Yes, there stood Kate, her raven tresses braiding 

In the bright mirror of that crystal flood ; 

Nor less concealed was I — ^the underwood 
Of spreading hazel boughs my purpose aiding, 
When now, as she was all prepared for wading 

The knee-deep water — in disportive mood 

Some smooth white pebbles from my hand I threw : 
Plash ! Plash I She started—" No ! it cannot be 
Else than the acorns dropping from the tree." 

Plash ! Plash ! again — an ambushed spy she knew 
Must now be near — nor e'er of old, I guess. 
Shone Dian's beauty through such bashfulness. 
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TO SIR EDWIN LANDSEER, R.A. 

Though yet unnamed among that gifted band. 
Who Poesy's diviner skill possess 
To render Genius iitting praise, not less 

May I the impulse of the heart withstand 

In bearing tribute to that master-hand 
Which on the vacant canvas can impress. 
In hues of truth and forms of gracefulness, . 

The changeful subject at thy will's command ; 

That master-hand, whose power the honoured dead 
Fetched back to life would all applausive own. 

Or Eubens or Vandyck — ^while Sneyders, brought 

Before its bright creations, tears might shed 
To see himself outmatch'd ; since Thou alone 

To Nature's instinct, superaddest — ^Thought. 
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THE INQUIJIY ANSWERED. 

No bodiless fear or idle phantasie 

Wrought this disquietude — ^yet seek you how 

The lines have gathered on my pensive brow ; 
Or what hath dulled the brightness of mine eye, 
Whose ring of view is now men's feet ; or why 

My face, that once was healthful with the flow 

Of the up-mantling blood, has lost its glow ; 
Or wherefore is it, that, reserved and shy, 
(When none of merrier heart was wont to seek 

Men of like humour, social, light, and free,) 

I choose mine own to other company ? 
One knows the cause ; ask Heb, and while you speak, 

Though silent to your questions Mary be, 
Mark if no change is passing o'er her cheek. 
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SPRING. 

Oh I these delicious sweets and fragrancies 
Upbreathing from the lips of dewy flowers ; 
Oh ! this bird-music of the leafy bowers, 
Confusion rich, where each blithe minstrel tries 
To lift his pipe o'er all. Oh ! these fair sides, 
Whose field of flooding blueness overpowers 
The heart with images of angel-hours 
Spent happily, where never clouds arise 
Of grief or care. Oh ! these enamellings 
That streak and spot diverse the outspread wings 
Of insect tribes. Oh ! meadows fresh and gay. 
Where brooks meander, and where lambkins play. 
O, Spring, thou art as beautiftd and bright 
As hope's sweet vision is — in sorrow's night. 
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TO ENGLAND. 

ox THE CAPTIVITY AND DEATH OP BCUNAPABTB. 

In the first flush of thy victorious might 
Thou, Bngltnd I wast oonsenting to a deed 
Alike unworthy of thy better creed, 

And of thy noble self; for in despite 

Of mercy's sovereign law, when He in flight 
Panting and pale besought a pitying heed — 
Trustful of clemency — ^thy voice decreed 

With kingly voices, that the rocky height 

Of a most desolate Isle the prison should be, 
Where he might fret out his proud heart and die. 

And He is dead — and thou from fear art free ; 

But oh ! in after-years this act of shame, 
(Passion and prejudice and hate gone by,) 

Shall like a shadow follow thy great fame. 
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HtY. 

- ♦ 

Upon the river is a breathless calm ; 

The water moving, but with pace so slow 
You scarce may tell if that it move or no : 
While yon old bridge (whose long out-stretched arm 
Connects the straggling town) steeped in the warm, 
Rich, solemn light of Eve, is all a-glow, — 
Each pier and arch glassed brilliantly below ! 
Nor less those antique dwellings, which so charm 
The painter's eye by shapes grotesque and wild ; 
Whilst motionless amid the gleaming tide, 
With one dark figure leaning o'er its side, 
Is seen an angler's boat ; and save that he 
Some foreign air is humming plaintively, 
All — all is silent as a sleep-bound child. 
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HOPE. 

With oft bemockM pains I sought the hour 
When Kate unwatch'd and all alone might be ; 
111 brooking I the frigid courtesy 
Of call and converse, where a Guardian's power 
Should rule (in questicms of her marriage-dower 
As with my means dovetailing) whether She 
Might entertain my suit, or I were free 
To court elsewhere : oh ! no, but in a bower 
Where She still linger'd on an April night. 
To pity the love-pleading Nightingale, 
With truth's pure eloquence I teld my tale 
Through tears and sighs — when, turning from the light 
Of the round moon. She parted back my hair, 
Smooth'd my pale brow, and bade me not despair. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



72 



TROLLING. 

A WALK BT MYSKLF AND BOT TO THB RIVER LEA. 

Th£ glorious sun shone out in all his might 
One clear October mom — when like himself 
Elate on travel, with that urchin-elf 
Of mine, his body drunken with delight. 
Some eight good miles we held in mocking spite. 
He with flag-basket from the larder's shelf 
Well stored, and I with all an angler's pelf. 
Bod, winch and bait — and oh ! the gorgeous sight 
Of those wild lanes we thrid, the hedges, trees 

Bedropt with yellow gold, or russet-red 
Inmixt by greens, all quiv'ring in the breeze, 

Until we gain'd the river's famous bed ; 
And oh 1 the noble prey wherewith we twain. 
Trudged cheerily at Eve-fall back again. 
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A FRIEND'S SOULOQUY, 

IK A BALL-BOOM AT PABI8. 

Me these delight not — these gay forms which flit 

So airily the sinuous dance along; 

Me these delight not — tho' the eager throng 
Hang round with wond'ring eyes ; dulled is my wit 
By solitude, and I am all unfit 

(Bred where the mountain winds blow loud and strong) 

To mix these mirth-devoted groups among 
And oh ! the face I love, is one that's lit 
With deep and earnest passion, eyes that shine 
Meekly in wisdom, Edith, such as thine ! 

Such as I see thee now (most glad to own 
Thou art not here) nigh Keswick's pleasant water, 

Sitting before thy cottage fire alone — 
Or rocking into sleep our cradled daughter. 
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EARLY SPRING. 

(LONDON IN THB DISTANCE.) 

This gentle slope of hill whereon we stand 

Shines bright as mom can make it ; last year's flowers, 
Which shrank a-bed to sleep ont wintiy hours, 

Crowd fearless forth, a gay and radiant band, 

To brave the lancings keen of Coins' hand ; 
And hark how fiast and sweet the skylark pours 
His rapturous hymn as he in gloiy towers 

Far up the blue serene : yon meadow-land. 

Which spreads far out its green caparison 
(With one meandering vein of silver shot) 
Those playful lambs find a delicious spot ; 

And lo ! where dimly seen, great Babylon 

Lies yet in solemn shadow — underneath 

The surgings up of Mammon's pestilent breath. 
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TO ROBERT SOUTHEY. 

OS THK OCCAHIOM OF RIB ANSWEBINO A LIBKLLKR. 

My friend, there was no need in thy defence 
To wield the pen ; for, with the hardihood 
Of some green oak, thou hast for years withstood 

Severer storms. Strong in the inward sense 

Of right, it harms thee not, the violence 
Of envying hate ; the very multitude 
Can well discern the evil and the good, 

And will apportion fitting recompense 

Surely, if slowly. In thy high career 
Go boldly on with free and resolute mind, 
All emulous to raise thy fellow-kind 

To godlike deeds ; and while a guilty fear 
Shall haimt the plotting, ever wilt thou find 

The tranquil pleasures of a bosom clear. 
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INDEPENDENCE. 

As near our vessel's prow I gazing stood. 
Bearing a soutliward course, before the gale, 
A little crazy boat, with its broad sail. 

That well might seem a cowl or wintry hood. 

Shot by us like an arrow ; while, as rude 
As was itself, and stooping low to bale 
The leak-sprung water, bent therein a hale 

And silver-hair'd old man — " Poor Isaac Wood ! 

Aye on the waters. Sir," our helmsman said, 

" Alone, as now, and hath been through the space 
Of sixty years ; they are his home, his bed. 

And rock him into sleep o'nights, whilst he 

Lies coiled in that patch'd sail." With alter'd face, 

Quoth I, " Old Isaac is a king of men to me." 
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THE DESERTER. 

My heart was touch'd with sadden grief this morn 
To meet, upon the common road, between 
Two armed men, whose hard and sullen mien 

Betray'd no brother-love, a wretch forlorn : 

Pale, haggard-looking, and with beard unshorn. 
His eye roll'd like a maniac's — restless, keen. 
Suspicious ; while upon his wrists was seen 

The iron-grapple — ^badge of shame and scoru. 

Perhaps, thought I (at village wake or fair 
Trepanned by arts accurst, and forced away) 

He, only yielding to love's master-sway. 

Had sought his home, and wife and children there ; 

And now the wrench'd from all his soul holds dear 
Must meet a doom, ignoble as severe. 
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OUT, AND AT HOME. 

THK CONFSSSIOK OF A BSBSAVBD FBISITD. 

I AH not what I seem, yet well am I 

Content to play the hypocrite, because 

I would not willingly oSead the laws 
Of social intercourse and amity ; 
And so, at certain times, upfilHng high 

The wine-cup, deep my Kp the beverage draws ; 

And I outlangh the merriest, nor pause 
To mingle with the wilder sitters-by, 
In toast and song ; but when, &om scenes of mirth 

Withdrawn, I sit alone in my still room. 
And think of Heb, who filled the vacant chair 

Before me, such a deep, oppressive gloom 
W^hs down my spirit, not a foe on earth 

Gould stand unmoved, and see my suffering there. 
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THE REPROOF. 

A SUITOR came one day to Mary Lee 
While slie was walking on the level shore. 
To watch the tide, and hear its sullen roar ; 

A gay-appareled suitor came, and he 

Was known for treacherous ways. On facile knee 
Low at that lady's feet he fell, and swore 
With vehement passion, that the love he bore 

Was deep, and strong, and boundless as the sea. 

" As changeful, false, and cruel, rather say, 
Insidious sir," was Mary's quick reply, 

" Or like the tracings on its yellow sands, 

The idle mimicry of childish hands, 

Which soon the lightest billow laves away" — 
And on she pass'd, with scorn-averted eye. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



80 



OF CHARLOTTE'S END. 

The priest had niinistered the sacred rite. 

When, calling her small children round the bed, 
She raised her body up, and on each head 
Laying by turns her hands, so thin and white^ 
Uttered her dying blessing. 'Twas a sight 

Of tears, which could One sitting there have shed. 
Had been relief ; to Him she only said, 
" We soon shall meet again, God's will is right," 
Kissing his sunken cheek ; never was smile 

So sweet as that which shaped her pale lips now, 
* While the soft shining light upon her brow 
Seem'd shed from some near angel-face the while 
A whisper came — " Away ! " And so the chill 
Of death crept o'er like sleep — and all was still. • 
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SEA PROSPECTS. 

WHILE OOKTINSI) BT AW AOCIDEWT. 

The window of the room wherein I lay 

O'erlook'd a harbour of the spreading sea, 

And it was oft a sweet relief for me 
To watch the changing waters, when the ray 
Of that bright star which heraldeth the day 

Touch'd, with its gold, the small waves flickeringly ; 

Or, when the Lady of the Night might be 
Guiding her " crescent boat " its silent way ; 
Or, while old Ocean on his sandy bed 

Lay like a wearied giant in repose ; 

Or, waken'd by fierce Boreas, now arose 
Lifting his thousand arms for maddening fray : 

While the scared ships their snowy wings outspread. 
Flocking for covert to the stone-girt bay. 
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A DISCOVERY. 

Said I, *' Sweet cousin prithee why so pale 
When, but of late, a rosier cheek had none ? 
And whither is the spirit of gladness gone 

From those blue eyes P I marvel what the ail 

May thus, with sudden violence, assail 

Thee innocent. Thy wonted presence shone 
The light of all gay circles : now a lone 

And sunless walk thou pacest, o'er some tale 

Of luckless chance deep brooding ; meanwhile I 
Whom thou did'st ever greet with gentle look 

And winning speech, am shunn*d unknowing why." 
Then had that Lady answer'd, but she shook 
Like a young aspen-tree, and only took 

My hand in hers and pressed it tenderly. 
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A DREAM. 

AS TOLD BY A rRISirD, 

I AM a man of mild and peaceful mood, 
But yesternight a dream of wild dismay 
Troubled my rest, such, sure, as till doom's-day 

Haunt bad men in their graves : before me stood 

Some phantom shape of the hell-brotherhood, 
In hideous mockery barring the one way 
Of my escape from stifling glooms : to pray 

I strove, but with choked utterance ; then the blood 

Whipping from out my flesh with a fierce snake. 
The flend pursued me to the molten tide 

Of Phlegethon — when strugglingly I wake : 
Meanwhile, like Innocence personified, 

In the new sun-light. She, whom I did make 
My happy bride, slept calmly at my side I 
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A FRIEND'S REMINISCENCE 

OF THV LAKB-OOUNTBT. 

" Thou shall not covet," in God^s law we read ; 
And while I am a man but little prone 
To cast an eye on what is not mine own, — 

A longing eye — ^but rather bid ** good speed " 

To the possessor, still in very deed 

It must be told that when in days long gone, 
(My steps the love of Natui*e leading on,) 

I reached one hill-girt spot — a flowery mead. 

And saw, in all the glow of ewn-tide. 
Its ivied church and nestling parsonage 

Beflected in the waters calm and wide. 

And thought how Euth and I from youth to age 

Might live in peace on such sequester'd cure. 

Against God's law rose wishes far from pure. 
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A CONFESSION. 

There is a nameless one most dear to me ; 
Her voice is very sweet, and wMe her hair 
Shines with a raven-blackness, snch a pair 

Of long, soft, melting eyes yon seldom see, 

— ^Blne as the tender sky of Sicily: 

And not its own bright daughters may compare 
For winning graces and perfections rare. 

With her, a radiant creature, made to be 

The light of many dreams, and of one heart 
Its life and joy — as fragrance to the flower, 
And music to the bird — and yet no power 

Have I the cherish'd secret to impart : 

Tho' worlds if mine were hers, might She but know. 
And know approvingly — I love her so. 
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THE MINCHENDEN OAK. 
I. 

WiiH renovated freshness, Thou, again, 

Famed Tree I art looking young and beautiful; 
And the sweet singing birds that through the duU 

Long winter months, in nooks unknown to men 

Have slept, on painted wings from wood and glen 
Troop gladly to thy boughs (nay, do not pull 
That young rose, Jane ! lest he who comes to lull 

With song its dewy eye, — comes hither when 

None may observe his visitings, — lest he 
For sadness leave the place). And lo ! how fair 
Those ewe-left lambs, from morning's keener air 

Crowd trembling round thy stem, as thou mightst be 

Touch'd with a sense of their infirmity. 
Spreading thy shelter like maternal care. 
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THE MINCHENDEN OAK. 
II. 

Now that the summer-son is fiercely shining, 
And Nature pants in noon-tide sultriness, 
When erery shadowy cove and green recess 

Is sought by beast and bird, 'tis sweet reclining 

Here, as in sylvan tent of intertwiniug 
Branches : most sweet the soft, cool sward to press, 
O'erarch'd, kind Oak I with thy fiill leafy dress ; 

While with new sonnets of mine own designiug 

I feed the hush'd suspense of Jane's fix'd ear. 
Who, plucking leaves from some near laurel tree, 
Bings my pale forehead with most childish glee. 

And calls me her crown'd Poet, vow'd and dear ; 

Saying, in such quaint guise shall I appear 
In that void niche Pame's temple holds for me. 
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THE MINCHENDEN OAK. 
in. 

Thou noble monarch of the forest ! proud 
To lift as now thy giant arms on high, 
And in the calmness of thy might defy 

The hostile winds, that many-voiced and loud 

Make fiirious menacings ; so mid the crowd 
Of fierce reviling men, before mine eye 
Stands some great spirit in the majesty 

Of truth, with god-like mien, austere, unbow'd. 

And when, huge tree ! as looking down the stream 
Of centuries I see thee still the same, 

Still glorious in thy strength, a pregnant theme 

Of praise for unborn lips, wMle, like a dream. 
All meaner things are pass'd— thy searchless fame 
Seems but to symbolise a Poet's name. 
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THE MINGHENDEN OAK. 

IT. 

Aye art thou changing with the changeful year ! 
Thy first and tender leaf, scarce venturing 
To trust the treacherous smile of early spring. 

Is weak as in&ncy : then up the dear 

Blue summer sky dost thou uprear 
Thy head in youthful beauty flourishing : 
Next gorgeous-hued as is an angel's wing, 

Shows thy proud vest of manhood : soon to wear 
A crown of snow, like age. In spring the worm 
!Feeds on thine opening bud — the summer storm 
Blasts thy green bough — thy sere and shrunk leaves fall 

At autumn's withering touch — and winter's breath 
Makes bare and black and desolate : in all 

Thy changes typing man through life to death. 
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THE RECRUITS PARTING. 

A PICTUBB BT HAKKLBT. 

Thebs stand they, in the twilight's solemn shade, 
Beside that moss-grown wall, where oft they stood, 
Peopling Love's vision with a motley brood 

Of happy images ; the smile which play'd 

Upon her cheek as each new vow he made, 
Bespeaking fond delight : till ah ! the flood 
Of war, which brought into our neighbourhood 

Trepanning men, too skilful in their trade, 
Changed Hope's elysian dream to tearful woe. 

And they are met to take a long farewell. 
Perchance a laai — for none, save Grod, can know ; 

Or whether he come back again to tell 

A soldier's tale, or that his name may swell 
The shuddering list of those in fight laid low. 
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MISSIONS. 

Emglakd ! whate'^ of splendour gilds thy name 
For art or science, — ^though as won by thee 
In mighty conflicts with thine enemy, 

A wreath begirds thy brow, of deathless fame — 

Or if, while despots strike, stem is thy claim 
O'er freedom's rights, or at thy sovereignty. 
As Queen of commerce, nations bend the knee 

Erom where suns light to where suns quench their flame ; 

Thou hast the record of a nobler praise : 
E'en this — ^that true to Love's fraternal throe 
For millions paynim-bom, thou biddest go. 

O'er oceans vast, and through untrodden ways, 

Christ's lion-hearted band, the Cross to raise : 
Symbol of light and joy in ignorance and woe ! 
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EARLY CONCEITS. 

When yet a little child, scarce six spans higb, 

I well remember (straying forth alone 

Through grassy fields with butter cups o'erstrown) 
How, while I saw the great sun in the sky, 
Thinking, in fear, 'twas God's out-watchful eye 

That Childhood's daily doings looked upon ; 

Or April's bow, the shadow of his throne ; 
Unless some pathway striped all beauteously 
For angel-feet which move at His command. 

Nature was then a picture-book to me. 
As each day turned its leaf with silent hand ; 

And now, although a full-grown man I be. 
Against like fancies scarcely may withstand 

My riper age and its philosophy. 
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SEA-CHANGE. 

mOHT AVD MOBV. 

The winds had burst their chains ; the moonless sky 

Was sheeted o'er with black portentous doud ; 

Shrill sang the cordage as the vessel bow'd 
Her mainyard through the foam, or dash*d on high 
Poised on the mountain-billow ; wrathfiilly 

The deep-mouthM thunder bellow'd long and loud, 

And men unwont to fear, stood spirit-cow'd 
As the red lightning shafts shot fiercely by ; 
Nor felt they idly, for the arrowy flame 

Struck that fair ship, which — blazing — downwards went ! 

And now, at mom, the glassy element 
Wears its bright peaceful smile, while o'er the same 

Entombing spot a row of sea-birds ride, 

Eock'd into slumber by the singing tide. 
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EARLY INCONSTANCY. 

Full oft will busy memory recall 

(While musing o'er the fire in elbow-chair) 

Things that so trivial and childish were, 
Whose y^ telling, be they told at all. 
Might raise derisive smiles ; and yet, though small, 

Possessing power to chase a present care. 

E'en thus my spirit wanders to that fair 
And village maid, who held in love's first thrall 
My boyish heart. And ah ! the elder-tree 

Beside the weU, where, as our young lips met 
In kisses sweet and long, most girlishly 

She vow'd to be mine own true wife, and hid 
Her blushes ; sobbing then, with eyes tear-wet, 

"But, James, thou wilt forget me " — so I did ! 
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ON SEEING A PICTUBE OP RUYSDAEL'S 



AT AMSTKBDAM. 



At, it bespeaks at once Thy truthful hand, 
Slch dower of Nature ! for 'tis very plain 
Thou art her chosen son, and dost detain 

H&t passing forms and hues with prompt command ; 

And therefore is it now, that as I stand 
Before thy wondrous work, I breathe again 
The dewy freshness after a still rain 

Of those long yellow slips of meadow land ; 

Where he, the Bleacher, in the gushing light 

Draws out his sheeted yam, so long and white : 
And there too chequer'd with the quivering shade. 

Stands yon grey cottage near the long-arm'd mill. 
While in the blue and hazy distance fade 

The lines of Anvers, lying dark and still. 
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RONAN ISLAND. 

m THB LAKK OP KILLABKSY, TBB LOHO BB8IDBV0S OF THC DISAPPOIKTID 
LOYBB WHOSB MAMS IT BBAB8. 

There is in nature what no human word 

Impregns, a living virtue and a power 

To soothe the heart in its intenser hour 
Of sufferance — ^yea, the common air is stored 
With healing balms when friendship can afford 

No comfort — ^He who sought this island bower, 

While yet upon his cheek health's stricken flower 
Was pale and wasted with the tears that pour'd 
In constant channels there, so felt and found ; 

Though long and obstinate the doubtful strife 

Of hope and sorrow where the stake was life. 

Stranger ! if ill-requited passion be 
like his, thy woe, upon this welcome ground 

A lingering spirit would speak peace to thee. 
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THE SONNET'S STRUCTURE. 

TO A 8<X>TCH TTRO. 

Of fourteen lines your sonnet must consist. 
The first and fourth and fifth and eighth of which, 
Will have their closing syllables to hitch 

In the same rhyme ; yet not with tortuous twist 

Of words, but flowing kindly, e'en as kist 
Melt into kisses virgin-lips ; — then, rich 
In your authorities from Walker, pitch 

The intervening lines, like harmonist 

Most true, to one key-note : the foUowing six 

In couplets or in triplets freely mix. 
Taking chief care, lest critics rate you on it. 

The thought in its staid unity to fix ; 
And then, hurra ! fling high your tartan bonnet. 
For lo ! the thing is done — ^your maiden sonnet. 
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A LIFE-DISTURBANCE. 



God wot, it is a sad monotony, 
A dull and dulling time-waste, where, kin-bound 
Or else coercing, at the table's round 

We mix with men (opposed as men can be. 

To all which holds in us the masteiy 

O'er hope and aim, leaving no common ground :) 
Only to listen to that irksome sound 

Which aye and aye renews its wonted key 

Of sordid change and chance, remote or nigh, 
The slaves of Mammon to depress or cheer. 

Dull hours, forsooth ! and glad enough am I 
To seek my chosen nook again, and hear 
The pipe of Spenser blowing sweet and clear, 

Or Milton's trumpet pealing through the sky. 
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CHANGE AND NO CHANGE. 

" Up, up, to yonder moon we fain would go. 
And in the shadow of its mountains there, 
Its crystal mountains, free from strife and care 

Live out our days — ^no guardian, as our foe, 

The pile of blissftd hopes to overthrow ; 
O that the Gh)ds would give us wings to bear 
Our bodies thither through the cloudless air : " 

Two lovers on the beach were saying so. 

They went ; — ^and from the crystal mountains' shade. 
As two Selenites pass'd, with down-fix'd eyes 
On that white-cinctured glory of the skies. 

Our earth— -o'erheard the prayer themselves had made. 

Weak dreamers ! not to know, go where they will. 

The spectres. Strife and Care, must haunt them still. 



u2 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



100 



ARM-CHAIR WANDERINGS. 

My body still is very spare and weak, 

And now for twenty summer-days, or more, 
I have not cross'd the threshold of my door, — 
And yet, meanwhile, of travel I can speak. 
Wondrous and wild ; for lo ! each wooded peak 
I've ranged, where white-heel'd Dian chased of yore 
The dappled deer ; and I have heard the roar 
Of Acheron, and pass'd, with burning cheek, 
Jove's throne of light, to which the sun looks dim ; 
And I have walk'd the coral-floored seas. 
Where, low and sweet, the gentle Nereides 
In linked circles chaunt their votive hymn : 
While One has been my dear companion — she. 
Who read aloud these tales of poesy. 
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CONNUBIAL INFELICITY. 

nu>M ▲ ntmiD's joubhal. 

In this sequestered lane with trees beset, 
Which now my footsteps measure to and fro, 
A sorrow-wasted man from household woe. 

The yeiy knife-notcht stile is standing yet. 

Where oft and oft in early years I met, — 
Met stealthily, at Eyening's latest glow, 
A fair and gentle Maid — ^whose bodily show 

Imbedded, like some beauteous cabinet. 

The jewel of a mind as rich as rare : 
And oh ! in Iotc and truth Grod only knew 

The breathings of our soul-communion there ! 
But o*er Hope's vision Fate its shadow threw. 

And ah ! to consummate my deep despair. 
Bound me with chains Death only may undo. 
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TO R. J. MANSERQH AND SOPHIA ST. GEORGE, 

ON IMAYVSa HKASVOBD OASTLX, XBELAND. 

I FEAB me, 'tis a slender recompense. 
Ye honoured twain 1 for all your courtesy, 
Kind cheer, and house amenities, that I, 

Upon the eve of my departure hence, 

Should offer (as I do with diffidence) 
Only a simple flower of poesy — 
For such I deem this tribute — ^to the eye 

Bearing no tint of beauty, to the sense 

Impregn'd with no inviting odour, save 

Whatever of these may be transfused and given 

By the warm sunshine of a grateful heart : 

Yet O, might this redeeming worth impart. 
My sonnet's hues shall glow as dipt in heaven, 

And breathe out jfragrance from the poet's grave. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



103 



OP LOVE. 

NSW APPBOPBIATION OP AJf OLD OOHCBIT. 

As some small brooklet in its rise may^, 
That craves of each green toft and stone, that fill 
Its purposed channel, leave to pass, nor ill 

Bepays the grant with thanks of gurgling glee. 

And creeps and creeps along most warily. 
Aye gathering as it flows, and widening, till 
It rolls right onward, in its own free will, 

A bold and mighty river, to the sea ; 

So love, from its pure fountain in the heart 
First weUing in a tear, which dims the light 

Of the *bash'd eye, with secret-working art 
Gains strength to strength — when bursting now outright, 

It bears along with unresisted motion — 

Time for its stream. Eternity its ocean ! 
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IDLENESS. 

(-VTHSMLXT, H.I.) 

Tes, there we sat within the green alcove, 
Myself and one dear friend, o'erlooking wide 
The striped expanse of fields, diversified 
By vale and hill — ^birds telling tales of love 
Amongst the boughs about us and above — 
Nor less, as bees their honey-bags supplied 
From those sweet flowers upspringing at our side. 
The comcraik did his busy presence prove. 
Along the wheat-roots with a running cry : 

Tes, there we lingered o'er the nut-brown ale, 
(While India's weed sent wavingly on high 

The thin gray smoke) till Evening's dewy veil 
Eell gently down, and we tum'd homewards then — 
The care-beguiled, if not the wiser men. 
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OF A VILLAGE MAIDEN. 

Day's early beams shot upwards slantingly, 
The silent hedge-row shone in liquid pearl. 
And his wild soaring wing did he unfurl, 

Mom*8 herald-bird, and saQ'd him up the sky ; 

And ay, well pleased to hear his minstrelsy 
Before me loiter'd a shy village-girl. 
With azure eyes, while each dark auburn curl 

Of her loose hair, unkept by comb or tie, 

Eell as it might ; a kindly-temper'd smile 
Parted her rosy lips, as fain to show 

Their milk-white teeth : and now, as o'er the stile 
She stepp'd with false-set foot, it happened so. 

Her tapering ankle met mine eye the while — 
When off she bounded like the timid doe. 
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OF AN AGED OATE-KEEPBR. 

I KNEW an old man on the public way ; 

His air was calm and grave, his body bent. 

The staff shook in his hands whereon he leant ; 
The few thin hairs about his head were gray ; 
Through every changeful bout of weather-fray 

He kept one posture, like a monument ! 

I often tarried, as from school I went, 
To hear him talk. He said, " A better day 
Than this was mine, but, scorning all relief 

From parish-rates, I tend the path-way gate. 
And take the passers' dole." Yet so with grief 
He spake. — That old man has been dead for years : 

Still when I pass the spot, so desolate 
It looks, I scarcely can keep in my tears. 
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TO THE NIOHTINOALB. 

The hedge-row birds, in varied plumage drest, 

EUUing from bloom to bloom of hawthorn-spray, 

Have ended long their sunshine holiday. 
Yea, warbled out their mirth and gone to rest ; 
Whilst thou, the sweetest singer and the best. 

High in the alder wak'st thy tender lay. 

As if to cheer pale Dian on her way. 
Now that no more the boy Endymion's breast 
May pillow her pure cheek of stainless snow : 

And oh 1 dear minstrel 1 here, from folly's throng 
Eetired, within my painM heart shall flow 

The music of thy melancholy song, 
So soothing there, as if thou needs must know 

Its untold tale of treachery and wrong. 
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TO A HOMELESS ONE. 

Mt heart hath bled to meet thee on the way. 

Pale outcast ! in thy wanderings to and fro ; 

For ill that practised smile could mask the woe 
Which, worm-like, makes thy strength its secret prey. 
I saw thine eyes meet his, the guilty-gay. 

And quickly glance aside, the while thy brow 

Gathered in anguish ; for it seem'd as thou 
Didst inly loathe the hire thy soul should pay : 
Turn thy face heavenward, daughter of distress. 

And tho' no earthly friend be thine in store, — 
Eor the world's eye, all cold and pitiless. 

Scans tauntingly each fault and failing o'er, 
Mercy beholds thy spirit's bitterness. 

And bids thee " Oo thy way and sin no more ! " 
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OF A GREAT BATTLE. 

The morning rose in stillness ; not a breath 
Shook the green olive ; not a note of bird, 
Nor one lone bleating from the flock was heard, 

Nor voice of moving muleteer ; as death 

The silence was : idly within its sheath 

The sword hong in its place ; until it stirr'd 
Its shrilling tongue, the trumpet, and the word 

Spread for the fray — the war-horse ground his teeth. 

Snorting with fiery passion ; down the left 
The foe had stretch'd his lines deiyingly ; 

Fierce grew the fight ; each blade, up to its heft 
Blood-sprinkled, bravely did its work, till he — 

The Wellikqton — with his right arm had deft 
The Invader's haughty crest, and Spain was free ! 
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THE REBUKE. 

" Her modest blush fell to a pale dislike."— Cybil Toubneub 

I TOLD her slie was Beauty's queen — and lo ! 

While I confess'd my love, her soft blue eye 

Glanced earthwards, and methought the rose's dye 
Spread o'er her cheek a broader, richer glow, 
While her young bosom heaved with quicker throe. 

Stirring the cluster'd locks ; and, bold thereby, 

All arguments were mine which suitors ply. 
To gain fond credence ; but the chance was so, 
That where we sat, beneath th^ green-leaved tree, 

A small bright flower upraised its dewy head, 
When, stooping low, as if unweetingly. 

She brake the tender stalk, and, turning, said 
(First looking at the flower and then at me,)* 

^' So love will die when beauty's withered." 
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A LAKE-RECOLLECTION. 

Three of ns making idle holiday 

On one bright mom in June, while, sweet to hear 

Clave the blue sky that merry voyager, 
The soaring lark — ^three of us took our way 
Along those mountain-paths which wind and play 

From Keswick's pleasant lake to Buttermere ; 

And changeful were our pastimes walking there. 
As boyhood's humour volatile and gay. 
One, newly-fledged, sang verses of his own. 

One strid with sketch-book some projecting rock. 
Or shook in perilous sport the loosen'd stone. 

That with rebounding leaps scared the still flock 
Grazing below 1 Such days I ne'er shall see 
Agam, yet sweet though sad their mention be. 
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A GOOD MAN THINKING ALOUD. 

(applibd to a fribkd.) 

I AM by nature most reserved, yea, shy 
Of my best gifts ; in their own native hue 
My innermost feelings are but known to few, 

Nay, but to One alone, whose searching eye 

Sees the heart naked of all mystery. 
And well discriminates the false and true 
In act and motive ; so that whilst the crew 

Of slanderous men speak ill of things too high 

For their weak ken, and make my name harsh talk. 
It doth support me with all inward might 

(Like hi8 who built the Ark despite the sneer 

Of mocking lips) to fed, I fain would walk 
Before that Eye approved — ^its guiding light 

Aye following, in meekness and in fear. 
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EXPOSTULATION AND REPLY. 

<>N POINTING MY GUN, ALBSIT PLATITJLLY, AT A SnrOING NIOHTIirOALK. 

*' Nat ! 'tis a heartless and a cruel thing 
To poise at that dear bird the tube of death. 
While thus the pulsings of his charmful breath 

(As if his bosom were the salient spring 

Of melody) makes all the green copse ring." 
So Mary said, when, crossing the wide heath. 
We two now stood together underneath 

The tree on whose high tops he loved to sing. 

Quoth I, " A sadder work than this is done, 
Where, as young bards in their creative joy 

Are breathing world-wide music, envying hate 
Shoots forth its venom'd arrows to destroy ; 

And England thus laments the timeless £ate 

Of her heart-stricken Keats and Chatterton I 
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OF JANE. 

A FAMILY nrOIDBKT, AB BKLATBD BY A rRIKHD. 

Just as our child was born, we faintly heard 
A sadden noise far up the ehamber-flne. 
Which soon, like rustling wings, the louder grew, 
Till now, with panting breast, the captive bird — 
A dove — ^upon the tester sat ; nor stirr'd 
It thence, till I the window-sash upthiew. 
When, breathing from its throat a tremulous coo, 
It fled — ^while She, who spake no other word 
Than these, " A symbol and a warning this," — 
The suffering Mother, lay embathed with tears : 
And so it proved ; for, after some few years 
Of innocence and peace, Jane's dying kiss 
Impressed her cheek — and, now the child is gone, 
A sculptured Dove surmounts her burial-stone. 
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LIGHT AND SHADE. 

*' It lacketh shadow " — so the painter said, 

While he, in calm and meditative mood, 

Before his pencil's new creation stood ; 
When, with free hand, the nicest skill to aid, 
The sweeping shadow o'er his work was laid. 

And lo ! as by some magic charm renew'd, 

The lights came sparkling out, and what seem'd crude 
Till now, but one harmonious mingling made. 
So, in the picture of our mortal life, 

'Tis fitting that the glooms of care and grief 
And all with which untoward chance is rife. 

Should spread and mix, that prominent relief 
Be given to virtues, proof-full, as they shine, 
How through the Human streameth the Divine ! 
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EVELYN. 

ON RKAl>INO HIS MSMOIBS. 

I SAID in mine own heart — " I 'd rather be 
A man so truthful, wise, and meek as thou. 
Than with enwreathed leaves my shining brow 

The god Apollo's hand bound gloriously : 

Or of great victories, on land or sea, 

I stood proud chieftain — Marlborough or Howe : 

Or bore along resistless with the flow 

Of eloquence, men's passions, Burke, like thee I 

Henceforward, then, shall be my better aim. 
My strong and constant effort to secure 

The tranquil honours of a good man's name — 
Living a life whose purposes are pure ; 

While its reward, when all the lights of fame 
Are quench'd in the world's ashes, shall endure. 
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TO WILUAM COLLINS, B.A., 

UPON sBBnro ohb or his pictu&bs. 

Collins, to such sequester'd dell as this, 
My fancy oft hath stretch'd her vagrant wing ; 
Yea, shaped the self-same cot, with its small ring 
Of garden-fence : and where, as if to kiss 
A face out-leaning from the casement (bliss 
How envied 1) shoot those bold ap-dambering 
And stately hollyhocks ; a crystal spring 
Aye bubbling nigh, to vein the blue abyss 
Of distance ; there too stands, with tremulous shade 

Dappling the plaster'd wall, the silvery beech ; 
Nor are those hives forgotten, overlaid 

With pan or tile, nor he whose warbled speech 
All hear with love, while, peering from the shed, 
An urchin lures him near with crumbs of bread. 
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HOME-BOUND. 

England ! no mean delight my bosom swells 

To see, as now, thy guardian cliffs again. 

Pure in their whiteness, as the surpliced train 
Of thy Church-girding priesthood. Soon, ye dells ! 
Besprent with flowers, or musical from bells 

Of grazing sheep, and thee, wild cottage lane ! 

Shall I revisit *. moons will wax and wane. 
And many a sun go down o*er Fumess Fells 
Ere I again, a wanderer from my gate. 

For foreign wonders trust the self-will'd sea. 
But ye, fair shores 1 my heart is most elate 

With greetings, since, ere long, my joy shall be 
(Despite the stratagems of thwarting hate) 

Shared by the dearest upon earth to me. 
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ABSTRACTION. 

Edith ! for hours together, silent, dumb. 

Still as a cloud, when it asleep doth lie 

Betwixt the tranquil earth and breezeless sky. 
Near thee I Ve sat — ^unconscious of the hum 
Of out-door men, as thou^ the dull'd ear-drum 

Had lost its wonted office — ^with mine eye 

Fix'd on thy face in tranced ecstacy, 
Till from their hidden cells the tears would come — 
Delicious tears — ^fost falling in a stream 

Down my pale cheek, while floods of inward light 
Burst o'er my brain, as in a blessed dream, 

With not an image floating o'er my sight 
Save one — yea thine, who verily didst seem 

Some angel dropt from heaven, as pure as bright. 
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THE CAPTIVE. 

A BOBiN, singing in the open air. 
Did Mary to our very threshold bring 
With scattered crumbs ; and she a loop and spring 
Had form'd by her own hands' peculiar care, 
That presently should that poor bird ensnare : 
Saying, in pity, " Sure than wandering 
Where no one knows, thou wilt the happier sing 
In this our cottage, and the better fare." 
" E'en thus," quoth I, " dear girl, by arts thine own. 
And sweet attractions of those sunny eyes, 
And smiles, resistless in their witcheries, 
And words, all musical in vows of truth. 
Didst thou make captive of my roving youth, 
To live with thee in caged love — ^for thee alone ! " 
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IRISULAKINO. 

That was indeed a day of days most dear, 
Sweeter tlian boyhood's sunshine holiday, 
When with a motley freightage, young and gay, 

Our painted shallop did its striped prow bear 

Do?m Lettree's silver lake, till, Derrydere ! 
We pierced thy leafy depths, each hazel-spray 
Sich with brown clusters ; or in quaint array. 

Like wandering gipsy-folk, dispread our cheer 

Upon thy flowery sward : whence, rising soon. 
We fain through fair Lochinagh's isles would roam, 

Waking with merry horn or vocal tune 
The playful echoes that in mockery come 
From her half-cirque of hills ; returning home 

By the mild splendour of the harvest-moon. 
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HOME. 

Mine is a cot, nor yet far off nor near 
The mighty City ; for when evening's sky 
Is cloudless, from a grassy mound dose by, 

Tower, spire, and mast in shadowy length appear, 

With that vast dome which doth its bulk uprear 
O'er all, like some proud monarch throned high 
Among his vassals. Flowers of every dye 

Border my garden-walks, and, through the year, 

The birds sing at my casement dieerily ; 
From March to August he with yellow bill. 
And then the Sobin makes his delicate trill. 

Sweeter as falls the yellow leaf — ^while free 
From sordid cares I follow mine own will. 

Blest as a man in single life may be. 
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UNREQUITED AFFECTION. 

The deep-struck passion many a day and night 
I strove and strove against, and cherishM yet. 
For, seeing once, I never could forget ; 

But still the floating image, in the light 

And splendour of angelic beauty dight, 
Haunted me ever from the day we met. 
As floods the soul of holy anchoret 

The vision of his saint. I knew the height 

At which she stood, barr'd every hope of mine 
Of earthly union, and I grew content 

To worship, as I might, some shape divine ; 
And this for years I did in secret, till 
In virgin grace she pass'd (as God's high will 

Were answer'd) far beyond the firmament. 
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AN INVITATION. 

What, my sweet Lucy, hast thou never heard 
The nightingale ? Come, quickly don thy hood. 
And up the winding path of yonder wood 
We 'U stroll and listen. He is not a bird 
Whose powers of song are fabulous, averrM 
Only by men of the poetic mood — 
Such feigning bards who tell on classic flood 
Of most delicious notes that whilom stirr'd 
The throats of swans a-dying ; but this night. 
This moonlit April night so clear and still, 
Thyself shalt prove the wonders of his skill. 
So varied, deep, and rich, and exquisite. 
That all which raptured poets ever said. 
Thou wilt confess is far outrivalled. 
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SUSPENSE. 

ON BXrBCTIlTO A LSnUB FBOM KDITB'S OUAEOIAN8. 

On, on 1 ye heavy, lingering moments on ! 

I wish old father Time would but bestow 

A pair of lustier wings upon ye, so 
With quicker speed ye might be come and gone; 
For verily, lute, book, or pencil, none 

Will urge your pace ; but still ye're creeping slow 

like satchell'd imps to school, who do not know 
A single word of task, or in the sun 
Crawls out the shrivell'd eld. The burning pain 
Grows more intense in racking heart and brain. 

As thus I wait the written sheet, to tell 
What hence must be mine own and Edith's fate ; 

Or whether we in linked love shall dwell 
Or walk apart — dejected — desolate. 
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OF A NOVEMBER VISITANT. 

WHILB LODGING IN LONDOjJ. 

This incident occurr'd, — if small yet rare, — 

A Bobin, heeding not the noisomeness 

Of City-smoke or fog, nor daunted less 
By all the din of Mammon's crowded fair, 
Lit on my window-sill, and peering there 

Outwarbled his full song ; as he might guess 

My heart-disquietude, and would express 
A sympathy, no human friend could spare. 
And cert^s, me of care he did beguile. 

By that sweet eve recalling, bright and calm. 
When Maud and I heard from the Minster-wall 
The self-same notes so rich and musical, — 
And ** hist ! " quoth she, with her half-playfiil smile, 

" The red-stoled Bird now chaunts his vesper-psalm.' 
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DIFFERENCE. 

As when young Mary rested on mine arm, 

The same long lines of purple streak the west ; 

And just as then the wearied lambkins rest 
Beneath those aged elms — ^the like rich balm 
Impregns the air, and in its wonted calm 

The lake reposes like a thing that's blest; 

While still the ring-dove is the musical guest 
Of its one wooded isle— Yet ah ! the charm 
Which reign'd abroad, and stirr'd within my heart 

Pulsings of sweetest pleasure, is no more ; 
Yea but cold colourings of mimic art 

Seems Nature now of all she look'd before : 
So with my true-love's presence did depart 
The light, and life which spread the landscape o'er. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



128 



RECREATION. 

I AM not of that boisterous crew who wake 
The slumbering echoes of the dewy mom 
With the wild clangour of the hunting-horn ; 

No joy is mine to rouse from sheltering brake 

The timid hare, nor pastime do I take 

I' th' manifold murder of September's dawn : 
For I by love of gentler sport am drawn. 

And therefore is it when sweet Keswick's lake 

Spreads its broad bosom to the amorous play 
Of April's breeze, in angling trim bedight, 

I loiter on the banks the live-long day. 
Nor seek nor know more innocent delight 

Than to outspread at eve my gleaming prey. 
Before the gentle Edith's wondering sight. 
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SWINGING. 

One golden eve-tide, at the dose of May, 

While all ensconced within his leafy screen 

That melodist who cares not to be seen^ 
Was trilling sweet his love-impassion'd lay ; 
The blue-eyed Edith, not less fair than gay. 

Was seated in the swing, which hangs between 

Two aged larches on our orchard-green. 
When, to the sudden fancy giving way. 
How that small foot of hers should hide from me 

The western star — now' at her giddy height — 
Crash! went the treacherous bough! and, quick as thought. 
By one long bound, within mine arms I caught 

The falling girl — who there, in pale affiight. 
Long while, her breast on mine, lay pantingly. 
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WRITTEN AMIDST CERTAIN INFELICITIES. 

The outward jarrings — ^be these what they may — 
In the broad day-work of our common life, 
From false-set hopes on firiend, or child, or wife ; 
Or hard oppressions, wharein Might holds sway 
O'er Eight*-or deeds, when maudlin dolts essay 
To mar high purposes with wisdom rife : 
These, or whatever the changes of the strife. 
Have but a narrow limit — reach no way 
To that bright world within a world, which lies 
In the true Poet's soul, who, drawing thence 
From all its mighty range and opulence 
Of form and colour, bids around him rise 

Creations fairer than of sight and sense- 
Bequeathing them to his posterities. 
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FROM A FRIEND'S JOURNAL. 

ALBANIA. 

It chanced, as throngh that distant land I stra^'d, 

In idling sort, without an aim or guess 

Where went my steps, I saw a shepherdess 
Sitting alone, within the mottling shade 
Of some tall trees ; nor e*er with Fancy's aid — 

Her richer aid — might poet's verse express 

An image of more perfect loveliness 
Than one before me in that beauteous maid : 
O'er a guitar her fingers glanced fleet. 

As she was singing now some mirthful lay. 
While three white lambs were playing at her feet, — 

Herself as blithe and innocent as they : 
And sure a face less feir and voice less sweet. 

Have guiled a sterner heart than mine away. 
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TO AN ANGLER BY THE LEA. 

On thy grey hairs a passing benison. 

Meek brother of the angle ! standing now 
At that same river's edge, whose gentle flow 

Made frequent music in the ears of One 

As gentle as itself.* Silent — alone — 

I saw thee through the mist, when morning's brow 
Was lit by its pale star, and still art thou 

Plying thy rod, although the day is done ; 

Meanwhile, most wearily my time has pass'd 

'Mid 3cenes of sordid greed, and pride, and wrong, 
Where oft the feeble sink beneath the strong, 

And merit withers in detraction's blast : 

Nor seldom is the prayer — ^my hours might glide 
Calmly, as thine do, at the river's side. 

* Isaac Walton. 
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SABBATH PROFANATION IN FRANCE. 

Such things are out of joint — impure the creed 
Which shields these usages, nor leaves imprest 
On this returning day o'er all the rest 

A character of awe : as men were freed 

From claims where Heaven demands their solemn heed, 
And might pursue the course which each likes best, 
Or Mammon serve, or, donning Folly's vest. 

With volant heel through her gay circles speed. 

It is not so with thee, my father-land ! 
A better faith and wiser deeds are thine ; 

Where stem-eyed Duty lifts her sovereign hand. 
Austerely pointing to the page divine; 

While fear and love their mingled influence shed. 

In hallowing what God hath hallowed ! 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



134 



OF CONSTANCE. 

My soul is bound up in a woman — One 
Whose love for me is as the light of life — 
Gentle, heroic : not in maid or wife, 
Through his wide drcuit, hath the sun e'er shone 
On rarer merit : when I made my moan, 
Beneath the crushing weight of evil strife. 
Her eager care sustain'd me, and, all rife 
Of promise, with a courage-stirring tone 
Her words went to my heart — that I once more 
Held up my head, and look'd abroad with hope, 
Braved the opposing ill, and, giving scope 
To new-born energies, soon triumph'd o'eir 
All obstacle, and prosper. So to Her 
I ever turn, as guide and comforter ! 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



135 



FRIENDSHIP. 

I GRAVED a friend — the rarest gift of God — 
One who might bear me through life's wilderness 
Sworn fellowship ; where heavier troubles press. 

Should feel the while as if the iron rod 

Entered hU soul ; or when the passive blood 
Comes mantling up with pleasure's rich excess, 
Might show the flush upon his cheek not less 

Beflected ; one whose mind's courageous mood 

Shall bear him nobly up in peril's front, 
And to the frown of Power lift high the brow, 

Erect in his own confidence, as wont 
Walk'd Chatham ; while, withal, the poor man's woe 

A^e finds his heart compassion's living font. — 
Edmund ! I proudly own that friend art thou. 
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YEA, VEEILY. 

I KNEW a Quaker-girl, in times gone by, 

Her eyes were blue, and sbed a tender ray. 

Like that sweet star which, at the peep of day. 
Wears its pale glory in the dim grey sky : 
Charles ! well you know of other creed am I ! 

But creed and form 'gainst Love make vain essay ; 

For oh ! when most unweening an affray, 
Some well-aimed shaft of Cupid's archery 
Struck deep my heart, and so straightforth I went. 

Last Whitsun-Eve, as bold as bold might be. 
And said, '* Sweet Martha, could your mind's content 

Centre in such untoward wight as me ? " 
One moment on her hand her cheek she leant, 

And then, down blushing, sigh'd " Yea, verily." 
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OF A WATCHER AND THE WATCHED. 

Sue knelt h^ down by that sick mother's bed, 
The door was left a-jar : I saw her there 
lifl her blue eye to heaven in fervent prayer, 

That aid divine might healing unction shed ; 

But she who listen'd only shook her head. 
As sure, from inward sign» her end was near. 
Now being like some homeward voyager. 

The haven in her view —and soon it sped, 

The happy spirit, to a better rest. 

Leaving that child to God's protecting love : 

But those long watchings, in her delicate breast 
Had lodged an ill no human means could move ; 

So, weakening into death, she sank — in blest 
Communion now the twain have met above. 
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OTHER SIMILES ON THE ^OLIAN HARP. 

The two sisters, Emmeline and Kate, hearing it for the first time, the 
Poet asked for their impressions of its music, apart. 



" Meek Una's call to that fair lamb of hers ; 

The faintest dying echo, which is borne 

From the grey lessening hiUs, of mellow horn ; 
The first small lisping sound of prayer which stirs. 
At bed time, childhood's lips ; the grasshopper's 

Low reedy pipe ; the sound of rustling com ; 

A wren's soft warble from an aged thorn, 
Or ringdove's murmur in a grove of firs ; 
The choral shouting of a conqueror's train ; 
The brooklet's shriek of terror, dash'd amain 

From the dark brink of its eye-dizzying bed." — 
These things of thee, wild Harp ! spake Emmeline, 

And they indeed are better thought and said 
Than any metred words afore of mine. 
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OTHER SIMILES ON THE ^OLIAN HARP. 

II. 

Said blue-eyed Kate, '* There seem'd to meet mine ear 

A thousand voices bursting from the sky, 

Of hymning spirits ; then the harmony 
Made by the axles of a gliding sphere ; 
Next, from his battle-bed, the last faint cheer 

Of fallen patriot to his comrade nigh ; 

Then, some young mother's tender lullaby, 
Hushing, within her breast, the baby there ; 
Or, heard at distance, the sweet canticle 

Of nuns at vespers ; else, the booming low 
Of honey-bee about a fox-glove's bell, 

Or Emmeline's mild voice to one in woe." 
Now, prithee, reader ! which my queen shall be, 
Or must I kiss them both, to end the rivalry ? 
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BEREAVEMENT. 

It is of no avail — a kopdess thing — 
An that a mortal may» Tve done, and still 
Tis but to ''scotch the snake" I cannot kill: 

Half the long year, from Autumn through the Spring, 

Have I in foreign liuids been wandering. 
Striving to keep from mine own heart the ill 
That wears and wastes, — ^must wear and waste, until 

The gentle hand of death deliverance bring — 

The gentle hand of death — ^for such I call 
The stroke which may this wretched body free 

From the endurance of its racking thrall. 
And give my soul its oft-pray'd liberty 

To meet again, and join for aye, the all 

Which, clouding this life, brightens that to be. 
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TO THE MARQUIS OF WELLESLEY, 

UPON THB OBAirr MAOV TO HIM BT THB BA8T UTDIA HOU8K. 

Maugse the malice of detracting hate. 
And all the fierce assaults of enyious spite 
To cast a shadow o'er the burning light 

Of thy proud name, tho' slow her pace and late. 

Justice is come thy claims to vindicate. 
And stamp her impress in the public sight 
On each long-question*d deed — as pure and right, 

Dwarfing all plotting foes as thou art great. 
Thy hairs are white with age, and through life's day 
With patient toil hast thou pursued thy way, 
(A rougher way but few haye trod than thine) 

While now in hope's fruition richly blest. 
Like yonder westering sun is thy decline. 

Magnificent, calm sinking into rest. 
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TO THE VIOLONCELLO. 

OH HBAKnrO A SOLO ON IT F60M LINDLKT. 

That I have done tliy higher merits wrong. 

Thou noble instrument ! I freely own ; 

Thee deeming to be capable alone 
Of one most low sonorous undersong, 
A crowd of other instruments among, 

Thine for their several tones to change upon .- 

And now my verse would for the past atone, 
Praising thy powers— the delicate as strong. 
And sure in thee all various charm is found 

That from each hidden source harmonic springs : 
Solemn and deep — as the night-ocean's sound ; 

Soft — as the voice which whispers tender things ; 
At least, so must I as in duty bound 

Confess, when Lindley wakes thy tuneful strings, 
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A LAKE PICTURE. 

One mom awaking at a long-sought place, 
Whereto my steps had come the yester-night, 
Bent on my favourite sport and dear delight — 

The same which Walton loved, — whose placid fece 

Spake him the gentlest of a gentle race ; — 
Awaking early ere a mountain-height 
Was redden'd by the sun-beam, met my sight 

An image of pure beauty and of grace. 

For lo ! before my window, jutting far 
Over the sheeted water, lay asleep 
In her own lustrous shadow still and deep, 

A milk-white swan ! while yet one lingering star 

Stood over her, as loth its eye to take 

From that fair creature of the silent lake. 
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** NOW FOR A LEAP IN THE DARK.** 

" That was a fearful leap, my soul 1 " I said 
Inwardly shuddering as I closed the book ; 
Meantime the image of the Sceptic's look 

Came o'er me, dark, convulsed with guilt and dread ; 

While She the hireling watcher at his bed 
Stood with averted eyes, that could not brook 
The sight of that last agony which shook 

His mortal frame. Then of One newly dead 

Whose faith was centered where my own hopes rest 
I thought — and how, with heaven before her eye. 

Her fingers meekly link*d upon her breast. 
She sank asleep, as babes do tranquilly. 
The same except she breathed not. While the sigh 

Of prayer arose, my end might be as blest. 
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SEDUCTION. 



Faie was her forehead as the virgin snow ; 

Andy in the mirror of her dark blue eye. 

Shone as it came each blameless phantasie. 
That shifted o'er the brain in changeful show, — 
As, imaged in a lake, with sunny glow 

Pass the white cloudlets of a summer-sky: 

And then, her Toice had that rare melody 
Which melts the heart into its own sweet flow. 
Never, in sooth, of Beauty's spring-tide bower 

Mourish'd a flower more innocently gay ; 
'Till like some noxious thing, in guardless hour, 

The spbiler came, and left, ah woe the day 1 
On its pure leaf a stain, time hath no power 

With all its tears of grief to wash' away. 
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TO SLEEP. 

I. 

Sweet Sleep ! whose love so all unsought atteudeth 

Yon newly-cradled infant, lying there 

In its own beauty's halo soft and fair. 
What fault in me thy gentle grace offendeth. 
That now thine ear no more attention lendeth 

To each renewed upbreathing of my prayer ? 

Not seldom have I heard, the sons of care. 
Chiefly thy healing ministry befriendeth : 
No crime affiights my conscience from its rest ; 

I have not scandal's arrowy mischiefs sped ; 
Nor fix'd a thorn in love's confiding breast ; 

Nor left concealing shades where passion led ; 
Nor triumph'd o'er the weak, nor penury fed 

With heartless hopes.-— Why leave me thus unblest ? 
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THE ANSWER. 

n. 

Becalm thj fean, dear youth ! no fault hast thou 
Me to displease ; I know that guile or wrong 
Not to thj gentle speech or acts belong : 

Nor might the plaintite cadences of woe 

But meet thine heed with the consenting flow 
Of tears and gifts ; that aye thine arm is strong 
To shield the weak ; and through a yenal throng 

Thou walkest with a clear up-bearing brow : 

But, as thine Edith's couch I yisited 
And saw, through Tisions bright her unclosed eye 

Fix'd on thine image, I forbore to shed 

My poppy-balm, and still retire from either, 
Eesolved, two beings one in sympathy, 

Should while at distance, wake or dream — together. 
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NUTTING. 

— # — 

A MEBBY group, Charles, Kitty, I, and Bess, 
Would go a-nutting — so o'er meadows bright 
Stile after stile we domb, till, joyous sight ! 
We gain'd the wood, and soon, as you may guess 
Were lost amid its wilds of leafiness. 

Nor, when at times the painted jay its flight 
Took screaming, squirrel leap'd, or with affright 
Sprang from its form the hare, could we repress 
Our whooping powers — and now each basket-full 
Of unhusk'd clusters, on a streamlet's bank 
We crack'd, and laugh'd, and oft hand-scooping drank 
The cool sweet water — ^went afresh to pull 
The hazel twigs, then whiling our home-way 
With quaintest pranks, made pleasant holiday. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



149 



TO THE POET WORDSWORTH. 

That was a day of high-soul'd festival. 

When, Wordsworth I at my humble board we met ; 

A day whose precious picture should be set 
In jewels rich and rare— nor will the all 
Of mortal chance or change, as may beflBd, 

Make dim its hues in Memory's cabinet : 

And who, then present, shall the scene forget? 
As late at eye, consenting to our call, 
Thou didst enthrone thyself, with spreading brow 

And meditatiye eye and smile benign. 
In Shakspeare's chair,* ne'er honour'd more than now 

Meanwhile, as if his wondrous gifts were thine. 
Such truths did thy oracular Hps o'erflow. 

As seem'd to us less human than diyine. 



• When David Garrick leqoested of Paul Whitehead, P. L^ the loan 
of this chair, to speak his oration ftom at Shakspeare's Jubilee, he received 
the mortifying answer, " it was too precious a relic to be trusted in the hands 
of a mountebank." 
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FICKLENESS. 

She took my hand and held it to her heart. 
And fixing upon heaven her earnest eye, 
Blue as itself, sware she would live and die 

Mine own — ^that maugre each opposing art 

Of those who frown'd upon her choice, to part 
Our linked passion human power might tiy 
In vain : she told me she would rather sigh 

Her life out in a desert, as the wounded hart 

Bleeds all in secret, than another wed : 
And in such promises my soul believed. 

And echo'd back her vows, whilst our lips fed 
On nectar'd kisses. Yet hath she who cleaved 

Thus tenderly, played false, dishonoured 

Her virgin pledge, and left me hope-bereaved. 
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CAMBRIDGE AFTER LONG ABSENCE. 

Those sharp grey pinnacles aboye the trees 
Still cut the sky, the river's sweep between 
Its daisy-spotted banks, the shaven green, 

The old broad walks, the circling seat whose ease 

Pale-yisaged stadents courted, while the breeze 
Fann'd the hot brow,—- just as they were, are seen : 
That hedge-row too still spreads its wonted screen 

For small birds to make love in if they please ; 

While the hard stroke of great Saint Mary's bell 
Sounds as of yore — all things the same appear. 

Yet ah ! they bind not by their former speU ; 

For those once loved and stroll'd with, are not here ; 

But some new face meets mine in every one. 

And most in company I'm most alone.* 

• « Seem most alone in greatest company."— Sib P. Sidkbt's Sonnbts. 
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OP A MOTHER AND HER CHILD. 



Yes, it sleeps calmly, beautifully now, 
And that poor anxious watcher sitting by, 
So long heart- wasted in an agony 
Of fear, looks up with cheerful hope — her brow 
Is clear'd, and strong and fervent is the flow 
Of prayer within her soul, as from the eye 
Of that dear sleeping infant, towards the sky 
She turns her face, all gleaming with the glow 
Of thankful love — and see ! her head is bent 

To kiss those lips which smiled not so before 

Hist ! — ^what that shuddering scream ? and why is rent 
Madly her hair? and now, the first strife o'er. 

Sits she a statue ? still that innocent 

Smiles calm — smiles with cold lips to ope no more. 
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OP ONE WHO IS NOT. 

(a pribkd's lamxnt.) 

She seem'd my guardian angel — and ber (ace 

The light of love serenely beautified ; 

And oh I as best became a duteous bride 
(Winning the heart with words and looks of grace) 
Ever beside me took her chosen place : 

Yea, at the helm she sat, and aye did guide 

Most skilfiQly along life's sunmier tide. 
My tilting bark with pleasurable pace ; 
While gently on its sail came fortune's breath. 

Kind as the blessings of a hermit's prayer. 
Till suddenly it struck— the hidden death ! 

And all love's precious visions perish'd there : 
Madly with her I fain had sunk beneath. 

But heaven decreed a heavier woe — to spare ! 
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OF MY NEIGHBOURHOOD 

No marvel, Kate, that these antipathies 
The motley folk around me should excite ; 
For one affects the leamkl Stagyrite — 
A pompous pedant — ^with profound replies 
Setting poor fools agape : another tries, 

In garb and vulgar phrase, to out-match quite 
His stable-vassal : marring the delight 
Of day's sweet sunshine, next, in solemn guise. 
Stalks forth the pale sectarian — gaunt, severe : 
A fourth, is warm of hand as cold in heart : 
One clutches at his gold with guilty fear, 

And one plays well the sworded braggart's part : 
Then say, can such, in habit, thought, or lip. 
With me— or I with them — hold fellowship ? 
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RELIEF. 

I BEAR a heayy wrong, but it doth make 
The pressure less severe, because I know 
For whom I suffer ; yea, that all my woe 

Is but endured, sweet Constance I for thy sake : 

And this my martyrdom, or I mistake. 
Shall move the pity of thy bosom so. 
As thence must needs constrain a stronger flow 

Of fond regards : then freely let it ache. 

The tortured nenre within the heart's deep core ; 
And grief to deathlier paleness blanch my cheek. 

My sighs come heavier, and mine eyes run o'er 
With Salter tears, if that my sorrows speak 
What to express mere words were passing weak. 

How I do love as none have loved before. 
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MDCCCXV. 
— ♦— 

I THANK my God to live in times like these ! 

Now that my mother-comitiy holds so high 

A place among the nations. Liberty 
Hath glorified her : all the palaces 
Of Europe do her homage : o'er the seas, 

TJnquestion'd, waves her flag : with pitying eye 

She saw and rescued from its iron tie 
The land of her sworn foeman : not a breeze 
But wafts the story of her triumphs : none 

May blame her now, for tears have wash'd away 
From her right hand the AMc blood-stain : gone 

Is Error's denser cloud, and Truth's pure ray 
Shines all abroad. My mother Albion ! 

Deep joy is mine to see this glorious day. 
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CONVEBSION. 

She said she might not heed my fenrid suit 
And take the name of Wife, though still to me 
She would remain a friend unchangeably. 

And prove the same far better by the fruit 

Of kindly deeds, than words which have no root. 
Yes, such platonic passion aye should be 
Enduring, through all wanton gibes of free 

And slanderous tongues, with every turn to boot 

Of evil fortune. Well ! I did refrain 

From oft-urged argument as idly vain ; 
But boldly pressing, on her Hps apart — 

A kiss, put cold reserves to instant flight. 

While filliug now that vacant throne, her heart, 

Quoth Love, " Accept thine own true Neophyte." 
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OP JOHN CONSTABLE, R.A. 

Servilb to none, but walking far apart 
From each proud genius who has left a name 
Upon the record of wide-storying fame, 

He followed, with a free and resolute heart 

A course self-chosen ; and if Envy's dart 
Was levell'd at him with more deadly aim, 
He, scatheless, only grieved to see the shame 

Of its recoil on those who mock'd his art. 

Profound of thought yet simple as a child. 

With speech to win the wise and charm the good. 

He drank at Truth's own fountain undefiled ; 
And, while his pencil fix'd all hues that flood 
Or forms that vary, through sky, field, or wood, 

To see herself reflected. Nature smiled. 
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THE DATE OP MY LOVR 

The sun of Augast was intensely shining, 

And, in the shadow of a chestnut tree. 

As I lay, listless, 'twas my chance to see, 
From out a window, half cenceal'd with twining 
And broad-leayed vines, a slender arm declining 

To pluck one gorgeous chister stealthily ; 

And then a girlish face, as it might be 
Of sixteen years — a face past all divining 
Of poet's mood : and now, as those arch eyes 

Feast on the pilfer'd bunch, in cruel play 
I raise a shout — she starts with pale surprise, 

And drops the gathered fruit, and glides away ; 
I catch it, falling, and with courteous guise 

Eestore — and we have loved from that same day. 
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THE RAINBOW. 

OK ITS BEING FIB8T BBBN BY A UTTLS OIBL. 

'' Look 1 Father, look ! what is it that I see ? 
Ton many-coloured Bow across the sky — 
How came it there ? shall children when they die 

Gro up its ladder, in the company 

Of some bright Angela evermore to be 
With them they love in that great house on high, 
Sweet Jesus went before to beautify, 

The house you named last Sabbath-eve to me ? " 

" No I " answered I this fair-locked child of mine, 
(Now six years old,) and reading to her then, 
" How as the Elood engulfed aU wicked men, 

God set that Bow in heaven, a promise-sign 
Those world-wide waters should return no more"- 
Said she, " I love Grod better than before ! ** 
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OF AN EARLY FRIEND. 

SHE was all a lover's hope might paint. 
Young, pure and beautiful — ^and yet its streak 
The rose but faintly left upon her cheek, 

As fearing that a ruder hue might taint 

Its virgin whiteness — they, the best acquaint 
With those religious meanings, wise and meek, 
That through her soft cerulean eyes would break, 

Scarce knew if that the woman or the saint 
Shone under human guise the lovelier. 
But this sweet lily was as weak as fair ; 

And the rough gale of life which scarce might stir 
The common flower, so vain of its own glare. 

Blew far too searching keen and chill on her : 
So to the earth she droop'd and wither'd there. 
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OP MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS. 

OV READDfO AK ACCODKT OF HKB BY CHALMKRS. 

It could not be, I said it could not be. 
Despite the histories by school-men built. 
That one so young had grown so old in guilt ; 
Or, beauty all divindy bright to see. 
Enshrined a heart thus black with infamy : 

Consenting when her own lord's blood was spilt, 
And wedding him anon whose dagger-hilt 
Tightened the death-cord ! Such things ill agree 
In their own nature. And behold at length 
Stands nobly up with deed and document 
A man of truth and justice, in his strength 
Grappling with falsehood, calumny and hate. 
His are my thanks, who fears to separate, 
Though but in thought, the fair and innocent. 
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TO W. F. WITHERINGTON, R.A. 

ON A PICTCTBK PAINTED BY HIM, 

Ay, there they are, those yoonkers, one, two, three, 
There in the golden sun-beam slanting bright 
On that o'erhanging bank, with daisies white. 
And yellow flowers inlaid so daintily, — 
Ay, there they are, as happy as may be ; 
One fair-hair'd boy in most serene delight 
Watching the buoyant quill — and joyous sight 
For that frock'd urchin on his bended knee. 
The swinmiing store in household pan, just caught. 
Dace, minnow, miller's thumb ; while o'er him stands 
The eldest ^ter, bearing with claspt hands 
A baby fair — a rose half-blown with one 
Unfolding bud. It is a scene that's fraught 
With truth and peace — like thine, dear Witherington ! 
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FRIENDSHIP IN TRIAL. 

Friends I had maDy, friends indeed to spare. 
They throng'd me as the honey-sucking bees 
A sycamore blown newly, and as these 

Silently yanish from the keener air. 

So when the bleak and catting winds of care 
Scattered my blossom, with the self-same ease 
The hollow-hearted in past promises, 

Grief-feigning, left, as they now found me — ^bare ; 

And thus long time I stood, tiU Heaven's sweet grace, 
In my sore need, one gentle creature sent, . 

Whose blessed ministries might scarce give place 
To angel-visits; nor do I lament 

I suffered as I did, if but to prove 

The truth and tenderness of Edith's love. 
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HAOAR AND ISHMAEL. 

DBSC&IBINO A PICTUEK PAIKTBD BT TUB AUTHOB. 

Stern eyes had wept to see the outcast pair, 
A Wife yet Widow, and her stripling Son, 
(Their cruse exhausted and their bread-food gone,) 

Struggling o'er those drear rocks, unknowing where ; 

Till he, plague-stricken, to whose filial care 
Clung her last lingering hope, was left alone 
(For how could she endure his dying moan ?) 

Beneath a shadowing bush, to perish there. 

But no I for as the cry of their distress 
Eose to the ear of God, forthwith was sent 
An Angel-message from the firmament, 

To heal the sick and cheer the comfortless : 

When that poised Vulture, waiting for his prey. 

With baffled aim soared sullenly away. 
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LONDON-STROLLING, 



AND WHBHETO IT CONDUCTED. 



Chance-led, in that most listless, sauntering mood, 
When, seeking but to breathe the open air. 
We of our steps have neither thought nor care, 

Into the precincts of what neighbourhood 

The same may tend — chance-led, as now I stood 
Within the area of a close-pent Square, 
The all of whose old grey-bricked chambers there 

Are tenanted by one insidious brood, 

Lawyers yclept — ^upon some jutting tile 

God's bird (in childhood such the Kobin's name) 

Was carolling his eve-tide hymn the while : 
— ^As verily, thought I, he fain would shame 

Those plotters, still concocting specious guile. 
Confederate with Him of blackest fame. 
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TO ROBERT NEWTON AND FRANCES SHAWE. 

(KBaOBAT£ HALL, 8UPPOLK.) 

Mine is not yet the cunniug hand, the skill 
To touch the fabled shell with master-power ; 
For newly left I boyhood's idle bower, 

And lack his practised strength who draws at will 

Those deep and searching harmonies which thrill 
With awe and lore ; but at the self-same hour 
That the celestial sisters deign to shower 

Maturer influence — I shall fulfil 

High aims, which now die in me impotent ; 
And all the kindness I have met requite. 

Yea pay, with tenfold usury, what was lent ; 
For with the poet's hand, myself will write 
Some few and chosen names in lines of light 

Upon no unenduring monument. 
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OF ROSELAIDE. 

A FAIB and oval face hath Eoselaide : 
Oti either aide her hair dependeth low 
In glossy loops, with blue eyes faintly so 

As violets look when they begin to fade ; 

The while their first and yirgin sweetness, made 
Yet sweeter by the dews in which they blow, 
Lreathes from her coral lips ; nor, do I know. 

Of shapes e'er modelled by artistic aid, 
A form of statelier grace ; yet not a whit 
Dreams she of this, and telling her the same, 

She'd think some flattering falsehood lurk'd in it, 
And laugh you in the &oe : and so to name 

Those richer charms of mind which all else see. 

Would be to her a jest and mockery. 
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HERE AND HEREAFTER. 

Down the broad stream of Time we mortals go, 
Down from the day of cradled infancy, — 
At first a tender seedling, then a tree ; 

Still drifting onwards, either fast or slow, 

As troubles now tbeir hidden rocks up-throw 
To check our course — or, from obstruction free, 
The halcyon waters now in kindred glee 

Sparkling with sun-smiles, musically flow ; 

Till in the destined hour we reach at last 

The unknown bourne of some mysterious shore ; 

To bear a changeless image of the past ; 

By God's crystalline river rooted fast. 
Or in one dolorous region evermore 

Tost, scathed and writhing in the infuriate blast. 
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ABSENCE. 

Mt dear and distant Kate, ill boots it now 
The summer blueness of the arched sky, 
Or pansied lea, or brooklet gurgling nigh, 

Or warbled concert of the green hedge-row ; 

No charm have these to check griefs tearful flow — 
Yea rather, in the field of memory 
Eecalling pleasures that have long pass'd by. 

Shared here with thee, but aggravate my woe ; 

The very stars too, tho' they still look bright. 
Have lost their beauty, and the moon, whose ray 

So welcomely diffused its silvery light, 
Like Hope's pale spectre, walks her lonely way : 

At night I sigh for mom, at mom for night, — 
All reckless how, so time but make less stay. 
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OF THE VAUDOIS. 

ON BKADINO DS. OILLY'S "WAIJiKNSIAM kK8KABCHE»." 

Theirs was a noble stand against the might 
Of armed hosts, who, prompt at the decree 
Of papal Home's o*erweening hierarchy, 

Stream'd forth to crush them in her rancorous spite: 

A noble stand ; — as many a rocky height 

Besprinkled with their blood, and many a tree 
By fire-bolts ped'd and splinter'd, bids us see 

How fiercely raged the all-unequal fight : 

Yet not for rights, as threaten'd by the rod 
Of civil power, nor for aggressive sway. 

Nor else for hearth nor household, nor the sod 
Of their green, father-valleys, struggled they ; 
But for the truth of Christ, which aye and aye 

Arms with all strength, because the strength of God ! 
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CHANGE. 

" Bo peep ! bo peep ! my urchin sweet and fair ; 

Ay, now I see thy cheek so round and bright. 

And that small laughing mouth with teeth as white 
As eastern pearls, withal thy flaxen hair 
Tossing its glossy ringlets — there, ha ! there 

Thou art, now in the shade, now in the light 

Of that low rose-bush, and more exquisite 
For beauty than its virgin blossoms are." 
Thus a young mother with her child was playing. 

Kissing and toying in the morning sun : 
But oh ! how near our griefs there is no saying, 

For as I past ere yet his race was run, 
I saw her through the open casement praying, — 

Weeping and praying o'er that fever'd one ! 
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DEVOTEDNESS. 

Our love, Matilda, is so strongly knit, 

Such deeply gathering force hath with it gone. 
That now, our separate interests merged in one, 

E'en life would not be life apart from it ; 

And sure am I that till the spirit liit 

To its own place, of human power shall none 
Unbind the fetters of this union ; 

But each within the other's breast must sit 

An image and an idol, claiming all 

Outward and inward homage, with the breath 

And with the body, let whate'er befall 

Of mortal chance — ^yea, even should a pall 
Hide reason's light, the hand till stiff in death 

Would chalk our linked names upon the lazar-wall. 
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OF A PREACHER, 

AT ST. MABT'i, CAMBftlDOK. 

No wish had he to fill the greedy ear 

Of young divines tnm'd itchingly to drink 
Strange novelties ; nor holding up a link. 

Lit from the embers of past fires, to steer 

Through mazes metaphysic ; nor to rear 
A host of bold antagonists (who wink 
At nature's countless mysteries, but shrink 

From Christ's), that in dose combat might appear 

His skill to ward, and power to thrust the sword ; 

Nor else by arts rhetorical to lead. 
Thrilling the soul with passionate eloquence ; 

But nobler in his aim, from God's pure word 
He publish'd fully, reckless of offence, 

A Saviour's merits in a Sinner's need. 
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A POErS RECOMPENSE. 

Mock as ye may, ye money-scraping crew, 

I spurn your sordid craft, nor wed my heart 

To low idolatries ; but walk apart 
From the great million, and with pride pursue. 
And strength unwearied, what affects the few 

Who shun the plague-spot of your crowded mart : 

Por with the brethren of the lyric art 
Bank I, a worshipper most firm and true 
At Hippocrene I Ye deem my calling light : 

Not so that chosen One, whose azure eyes 
Drop tears or beam with smiles o'er all I write ; 

Meanwhile the mystery you most despise 
Secures, what Mammon's hoard can ne'er requite, 

A welcome from the good, the favour of the wise. 
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TO FANCY. 

As now my drooping eyelids close in sleep, 

Bestune, Enchantress bright ! thy queenly sway, 
And crowd my vision with creations gay — 
E'en such as Spenser fetch'd from out the deep 
Of his rich soul, when daring to o'erleap 
The visible bounds which lower natures stay. 
He summoned forth, in all their quaint array, 
His fairy forms their festive rites to keep : 
Or, with most playful whoop thy votary lead 
To find coy Echo in her rocky cell ; 
Or, where 'mid trees and streams the Dryads dwell, 
While o'er the dance Pan bloweth his sweet reed ; 
Or, where thou wiliest, so that in despite 
Of day's thick woes Thy joy be mine at night. 
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THE REFUSAL BY LETTER. 

No I no ! I will not blame her, for I know 
The act was not her own, but when 'twas writ 
Her eyes in blinding tears had tum'd from it, 

Or lightened up with angter, durst she so 

The insulted feelings of her bosom show. 
I ken whose voice preyail'd o'er her weak wit 
(Strong in aught else), whose cruel hand hath smit 

The flower of hope that now is drooping low ; 

Yet shall it rise beneath the weak endeavour 
To crush its life — ^and words, so loth to leave 

The trembling fingers, will I credit never, 
Till face to face her lips their utterance give; 

And then farewell a lover's faith for ever, 

Since — only not an Angel may deceive. 
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TO THE BLAKES. 

It may excite a half-concealM smile, 
That I this fragment of mere verse should deem 
A fit memorial of that pleasant dream 

Of innocent delights, which lapp*d me while 

I linger'd a glad guest at fair Eenvyle ; 

Or clomb its mountains, echoing with the scream 
Of eagles ; or, beside its lakes, which teem 

With noble prey, did oft my time beguile ; 

Or strollM through deep ravines, where wild-flowers bloom, 
Lovely as rare — yet, if I think aright, 

The friends, whose kindly cheer prolong'd my stay, 

Well-pleased will hear, let words run as they may. 
How from their courtesies streamed forth a light, 

Like gleams of sunshine in a day of gloom ! 
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TEMPER. 

" The world is but a miserable place, 
A vex'd interminable ocean, where 
No haven is of rest — or, desert bare, 
O'erarch'd by one dull sky, blank as the face 
Of blear-eyed grief." So said I, while apace 

Deep sighs came from my breast, that one most fair 
And fond had proved the false — Slighter than air 
In vows and promises. Yet, ere long space 
Of bridal time had fled, her husband's eye 
Show'd trouble in it, and his cheek grew pale 
And hollow, as some new and secret ail 
Made of his peace distressful mockery : 
I guess the cause, and from his grievance free, 
The world's a second paradise to me. 
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A THANK-TOKEN. 

TO WILLIAM WOBDSWOBTH, WITH ▲ PI0TX7BX PAINTED AT HIS BKQUEST. 

Pboud am I of my task, if such it be 

The wish of one so honour'd to fulfil, 

Long honour'd from my youth, and shall be till 
No image fills the cell of memory ; 
Yet, am I not from apprehension free. 

The j^oicer to please may lag behind the laill, 

And so this sample of artistic skiU, 
By lack of merit, mock expectancy : 
Still, take it as it is — ^an oflfering 

Or scant memento of that pure delight 
Which chiefly Duddon's leaves not seldom bring, 

(0*erstrown with fancies rich and exquisite) ; 
Or, conn'd upon a bank in verdurous spring. 

Or, at the fireside of a wintry night. 
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AN APOLOGY FOR THE CIGAR. 

It is not that the idle and the gay, 

Who lip for fashion's sake the fragrant weed. 
My choice control and by example lead ; 
For more than half a life hath pass'd away 
Since I held communing with them, or they 
With me — nor only shall I feel the need 
Of like authority to daim mine heed 
When hoary Winter marries the young May — 
No ! no ! it recks me not what others do. 
Whilst I in such herbaceous influence 
Find aid medicinal, or else thereby. 
When, sore oppress'd, is luU'd the aching sense- 
Or inward thoughts are gender'd deep and new. 
Or Fancy's pinions range a broader sky. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



182 



THE RING. 

ON 8BBINO A PICTUEB PAIXTSD B7 J. INgKIPP. 
I. 

A Poet's vision of the guileless fair ; 

Of youth and grace an artist's pencilling ! 

Bright, fresh and cheerful as a mom in Spring 
When birds are singing in the balmy air ; 
And weU that face, the beauty beaming there, 

Might make the gaze of hopeful suitors ding 

Enamour'd, nor would each reluctant bring 
Contesting claims her envied smile to share ; 
But no ! for She hath breathed her plighting vow ; 

And mark — how playfully the ring she tries 
Upon its destined finger. Fancy now 

Tinting the future with prismatic dyes : 
Qod grant no cloud may shadow her clear brow, 

Darkening hope's dream by sad realities ! 
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TH£ RING. 

UPOH SBBIMO AMOTHSB PtOTUBS BY THB 8A1IB PAIMTKK. 
II. 

Thbee yean are scarcely gone of Clara's life, 
Since dedicate to lore she meekly stood, 
And with the down-cast look of maidenhood, 

Before the altar took the name of wife ; 

Since that bright mom with household greetings rife, 
Blythe smiles, and heartfelt wishes that include 
The choicest portion of all earthly good : 

While, 'mid the pealing bells, the tuneful strife 

Of pipes and tabours on the village-green 
(jave sign of rustic joyance. But, ah me ! 

What changes o'er life-prospects supervene ! 
For in that fatal ring, her pale eyes see 

The first link only of a lengthening chain. 

Which the poor captive drags, nor dares complain. 
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A SKETCH PROM THE LIFE. 

(ONOB A MARINKR BUT NOW A MILITARY OFFICEB.) 

A BRAGGART, bullying, upstart, pompous wight. 
Bred to his mother ocean, and as coarse 
As any of her monsters — with a hoarse 

Loud voice which types her winds upon a night 

When seamen think of rocks in pale affiright ; 
And merciless withal, as is the force 
Of her mad waves, when on a homeward course 

They thwart our long-fed hopes with cruel spite. 

His face might seem the very rendezvous 
Of all the cardinal vices that work ill 

Amongst mankind — a slaying captain too ! 

But — ^when he kills his man in boastful word. 
Cry hem ! as if you stood near Gad's famed hill, 

And saw its hero hack his innocent sword. 
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TO EDMUND PEEL. 

WITH ▲ PICTUBS PAIMTBD BT THS WBITSB. 

The long and low-roof d dwelling with its tiles, 
O'er-wrougbt, mosaic-like, in mosses bright ; 
A front time-stain'd from its primeval white, 
Brick-chimney'd, where the Bobin singeth whiles 
Green leaves turn yeUow — garden-wall'd, whence smiles 
June's peering rose, of beauty exquisite — 
Trees thickly spreading on the left and right, 
Tko9e near the river which so oft beguiles 
The angler's hours with promised sport, and the^e 

The wheel concealing of an ancient mill 
O'er-topt by shaft unique, where as they please 
The pigeons come and go— the kine at ease, 
Grazing beneath — such picture at thy will 
I send — all hopeful Art with Truth agrees. 
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OP A SONNBT.WBITER. 

**liiM better to ehoot at % star than a post"— (7U ^nMor. 

H£ diose the Sonnet's complex fonn, becaoae 
The hnmoor Natnie gaye him, to decry 
All mean-set aims, where objects great and high 

Imposed a straggling with severer laws ; 

Jost as in youth, while, careless of applause, 
He enterprised his strength where'er might lie 
Pmls that challenged forth most bravery 

Of heart and hand — taking, when others pause, 

An onward course ; as so, with strenuous breast 
He stemm'd the billows of the roughest sea. 

Or, took the eaglet from its crag-hid nest, 

Or, flesh'd his sword where foemen thicklier prest ; 
Aye smiling in that conscious power, which he 
Held in reserve for each new mastery. 
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OF GAINSBOROUGH'S LANDSCAPE PAINTING. 

An old man picking sticks within a wood, 
A market-going woman doak'd in red, 
A gnarl'd oak-stump, half living and half dead, 
A pannier'd ass, a rude bridge o'er a flood, 
A minoiLs cot without a neighbourhood. 
Clothes hanging out to dry upon the head 
Of a stunt thorn — ^the burdock's leares dispread 
In road-side nooks — a pool where swims a brood 
Of ducks, an urchin o'er his porringer. 
Gray horse, or shepherd with his wire-hair'd cur, 

Or mill witii its huge arms athwart the sky ; 
Of such materials did his hand create 
A store of rustic scenes, and elevate 

The mind by thoughts of truth and purity. 
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THE NEW YEAR. 

Awake, awake my soul ! and with the light 

Of this fair mom, look forth once more with hope ; 
The darkness is dispersed, and the broad cope 
Of heayen now shineth beautiful and bright - 
As when at Time's first hour the Infinite 
Spake it to being. Up, my soul ! give scope 
To thy indwelling strength, nor longer grope 
And flounder on 'mid glooms befitting night : 
Short is the triumph of the hard oppressor ; 
It oometh fast the day none shall retard. 
When, with stem judgment, the all-wise Assessor 

Of human deeds must punish or reward ; 
While thus each passing year makes less and less 
Thy passage, O my soul, to blessedness ! 
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PASTIME. 

Down the calm winding river did we glide, 

Four of us in a boat — our social glee 

Chequer'd with tale, and jest, and repartee ; 
Nor was unnoticed on the water's side 
How oak and willow, as in conscious pride, 

Seem'd leaning their own images to see 

Beflected from the bank so vividly ; 
While all around, or stretching far and wide. 
Lay eom-fields gleaner-dotted, meadows green, 

And wood-crown'd hills ; — ^thus, on and on we moved 
To one famed nook, where sundry hours were spent 

In that choice sport which dear old Isaac * loved : 
And few of Mammon's busy sons, I ween, 
E'er closed a day with such a heart-content. 

* Walton. 
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TO LIBERTY. 

nVDBR '8 ADlCnnSTRATION. 

I DO confess my cheek is hot with shame, 

And I grow sick at heart to hear and see 

The treacherous use and mouthing mockery 
Our statesmen make of Thy most sacred name : 
Until I marvel that thy sword of flame 

Leaps not from out its scabbard,— or, by Thee 

Unstricken with a mortal leprosy, 
Hands all profane should touch thine ark ! Shall Fame 
Tell our sons' sons that on the self-same day 

Their mother-country raised her eye for bread, 
And her best strength seem'd making fast decay, 

A venal throng upon her vitals fed ? 
Milton for this shaped not his toilsome way. 

Nor Hampden streak'd with gore his battle-bed. 
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TO MY COUSIN PH(EBE. 

Mt Mother's friend ! while gazing on thy face 
So like her own, that blue benignant eye 
Which never yet misfortune's tale left dry ; 
The broad unwrinkled brow, for not a trace 
Seems there of by-gone years, though in their space 
Came many troubles (sent of Heaven to try 
The strength of patience and to purify 
Thine inward spirit for some holier place): 
When too the self-same merry laugh I hear. 
The echo of quaint phrase or droll conceit, 
And that dear voice the olden saws repeat 
Pamiliar to my childhood — ^it should wake 
No wonder, Cousin, thou art doubly dear ; 
Both for thine own and for my Mother's sake. 
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THE LOCKET. 

The storm raged fearfully throughout the night ; 
But, now the madden*d sea, its fuiy gone, 
Strength-spent, yet panting still, lies sunken on 
Its sandy bed — dropt from their screaming flight, 
The curlews repossess each rocky height ; 

Nor ever mom's broad eye more calmly shone, 
As all unconscious of the mischief done ; 
While, lo ! mast-reft and stranded, in its light 
Looms yonder huge-ribb'd hulk — ^too late the crowd 
That line the beach had come to render aid — 
But ha ! what meets the gaze of that poor maid ? 
— ^The shore-wash'd locket she so newly hung 
About her true-love's neck ! — no moanings loud 
Escape her — sitting speechless, sorrow-wrung ! 
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TO FRANCES QUAYLE, ON H£R MARRIAGE. 

Fanny (for by that old familiar name 
I call thee still, and ever so intend, 
Despite the law of form ; and it doth blend 

So well with bygone scenes, thou wilt not blame 

This liberty of speech — ) if gossip fame 
Make true report, this very day must end 
Thy pride of maidenhood, and Cupid lend 

A quill for Hymen to record his daim : 

And verily I'm glad at heart to hear 

These pleasant tidings ; and, upon my troth, 

If that my fancy be no mocking seer, 
Of joys in embryo thou sbalt not be loth 
To speak. I kiss my hand, and wish ye both 

Health, peace, and honour, through each coming year ! 
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TO THE REVEREND CHARLES JONES, 

Oy MT BKIKO ABSRirr PROM THR CBRISTSXINO OF HIg FIBST CHILD. 

When we once sat together o'er the fire. 
Our college-fire, and talk'd of fatore things, 
The mutual pledge was given (which this day brini s 

More freshly out), that, should events conspire 

To honour either name with " Spouse " or " Sire," 
Each should perform for each the minist'rings 
Of holy Church : but change or absence flings 

A shadow o'er old contracts — nor require 

We April's bow to teach how like its light 
The promises of youth brief while endure : 

Yet, though my priestly aid hath met this slight. 
Still from the group about thee, Charles ! be sure 

For that dear infant-boy, so rosy bright. 

No heart-breathed wish is more enlarged and pure. 
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TO HENRY JONES, 

ON THB CHBISTBNIiro OF BIS SOX'S FIRST CHILD BBIHO ALSO THR 
MAJtRIAOB-DAY OF HIS SECOND DAUOHTBS. 

It were a day with happy days enrolFd, 
If, with the kindly wish consenting, I 
Could share thy social board's festivity, 
Now that the rite is o'er, which aye shall hold' 
The Fanny bound, (and bound where love controlled 
On either side the nuptial knot to tie) — 
And thus to see thee with thy smiling eye, 
The young in heart as silver-hair'd and old, 
'Mid kith and kin — till now, the ale-cups sped 
From hand to hand, the kitchen-folk begin 
To raise such laughter, merriment and din^ 
As might convulse the old house overhead. 
Toasting again by turns the newly wed — 
And ah ! that hopeful elf, the mannikin 1 



o2 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



1% 



THE RAFT. 

fiUOOBBTlCD BY A PICTUBK OP F. DANBY, A.B.A. 

Three days and nights on that wide, weltering main, 
The shipwreck'd mariners had been a prey 
To want — till, dropping one by one away, 

From nine, four only doth the raft retain ; 

Nor these, had not their cry to Death proved vain— 
Their cry to Death, for rarely gifted they, 
Whose fitting words might show or skill portray 

A travail so intense in woe and pain. 

Another prayer for Jesu's grace — and now 
The headlong plunge of all into the deep — 
Yet no ! that Ete beholds which cannot sleep ; 

And hope's pale vision streaks the sharpened brow : 

To his sick mate one points the distant mast — 

He looks — smiles languidly — ^but looks his last ! 
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THE ANGLER'S QUID PRO QUO. 

Ye passers o'er this bridge in chariot-state, 
Mocking my idleness with scornful smile, 
As near its antique arch I trail meanwhile 

The specious fly — ^no stirrings ye create 

Of ill-charged thoughts, nor else do I with fate 
Hold angry parle, because a lowlier style 
Of life is mine : let each the hours beguile 

As his firee choice inclines, you in the great 

And populous Town, and I not losing sight 
Of this broad stream, that o'er its bed of stone 

Winds with a gurgling noise ; — and when at night. 
Bed-laid, we ponder o'er the moments flown, 
Forgive me, Grentles ! if I wish your own 

Peace pure as mine, and slumbers too as light. 
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THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER. 

Howe'ee grotesque, I love tliis mimick show ; 
Old Guy there, borne upon an antique chair, 
His cone-like cap up-shooting in the air 

O'er a grim visage — while, the hands below, 

This with dark-lantern, and in that a row 
Of ready match-lights, make us loth to spare 
Hard words against the fiend who thus would dare 

To consummate the fell design, and " blow 

The King and Parliament all up alive." 

Shout boys ! ay, yet with lustier voices strive 
To spread the tale — nor be it e'er forgot 

Our debt to Him, who, as with watchful glance 
Piercing the darkness of the Popish plot. 

Wrought for our Church and State a full deliverance. 
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A CHECK TO POETICAL READING. 

While not my hoars with fancj-woven tales ; 

Unhand me, gentle Bard, nor prithee take 

My footsteps near that sihrer-crisped hike. 
Where ride the shell-borne Nymphs — ^nor into dales, 
Amidst whose Terdnrovs shade the Nightingales 

Delicious muaic through their oonverse make. 

Whilst bands of Fairies hold some moonlit wake. 
And Oberon o'er timid Mab prevails 
To lead the circling dance — for all unmeet 

Are scenes like these to one with tresses gray, 

Myself resigning to the mastor sway 
Of Truth alone, whose liring Toice, replete 

With counsels that ^sure a peace for aye — 
Breathes o'er me sitting at my Saviour's feet ! 
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BIRD AND BARD LIBERTY. 

Birds sing to please themselves, and so sing I ; 

Both loving those sweet days when lane and wood 

Are thick in leafage, and the flowering brood 
Of earth's green lap the meadows beautify ; 
Both ranging free no matter where or why ; 

And both as heedless whether listeners rude 

Decry our music in some bitter mood, 
Or kindlier tempered speak approvingly ; 
Still singing on as we are wont to do 

With the best powers we have, and aye content. 
Though day succeeding day add nothing new 
To our set score of notes albeit few — 

While thus our task fulfilling, time is spent 

In peaceful joy, because so innocent. 
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OF THE DECEASED MARIA. 

Thebe are, nor few, among the sister-fair 
The gay and flaunting who affect the eye, 
Like that yain bird, dispreading gorgeously 

His fan-like plumage in the sunny air ; 

While She, the buried, though of beauty rare. 
Was all so humble, quiet, meek and shy. 
That, human notice passing heedless by. 

She sought concealment with a dove-like care. 

Nor few there be, who in the outward show 
Of deeds to which fame's noisy meed is given. 

Burst on the wondering view with meteor-blaze ; 

She shining in her pure and virtuous ways 

As distant stars do, faintly — only so 

Because they highest are and nearer heaven. 
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TO JOHN CONSTABLE, R.A. 

05 HIS BKCBITINO A MVDAL fBOM THE KINO OF THB FRENCH. 

Well hast thou eam'd the tribute and the prize 
Which Royalty awards — ^for seldom hand 
Hath wrought like thine, prelusive to a stand 

Thus high — ^but come it would (whate'er might rise 

Of casual hindrance in hard enmities, 
Or jealous thwartings from detraction's band), 
The guerdon Genius fails not to command : 

Nor with a Poet's name wilt thou despise 

A linking of thine own, while praise I tender— 
(Where each for kindred gifts stands close allied 
In truthfulness, and merit long decried, 

In faith withal, which conscious powers engender, 

A faith, that time shall its just tribute render — ) 
By placing thee at honoured Wordsworth's side 
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PICTON AND WATERIX)0. 

PALMAM QUI MERUIT FSRAT. 

While storying hands on leaves of brass engrave 

The praise of Wellington, full oft I've heard, 

Upon the faith of liberal men averr'd. 
Men mingling in the strife, he should not have 
The hard-eam'd trophies of the wise and brave 

Upon himself unsharingly conferr'd, 

In that great fight, where Gallia's regal bird 
Shriek'd o'er her scatter'd hosts and none could save- 
But, when chastised by time, will disappear 

The imposing glare which lights each nobler name, 
And Truth's cold eye, all righteous and severe. 

Scans every mighty Chieftain's separate claim. 
He, Picton, so heroically dear. 

Shall grandly loom upon the realm of fame. 
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FORCED MARRIAGES. 

Full many a Parent hath assumed the power, 
The despot-power, to make their child a slave ; 
Her, bartering away to fool or knave. 

As might befall — yet in that evil hour 

When through the postern of the marriage bower 
The victim of their sordid views they drave, 
Oh, better had they hollow'd out a grave 

For their own offspring — since, where worms deflower 

Beauty's last grace, to lie and be forgot. 
Were better than the endurance of a grief. 

The struggling with a slow consuming pain. 

While every secret tear is shed in vain, 
And every unheard sigh brings no relief. 

Through one long living martyrdom where hope is not. 
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COURTESY. 

IN THK LAKK 0OI7KTBT. 

The mora was very fair, the firmament 
Fleck'd not a single doud, and fiill of glee 
As lambs disporting o'er a sunny lea. 
We talk'd, laugh'd, sang, along the road we went. 
And reached the Lm whereto our steps were bent ; 
When, soon afloat upon its mimic sea. 
The small waves Idss'd the skiff and ripplinglj 
Glode into quiet — ^till some few hours spent 
With sudden, startling crash above our heads, 

Burst in its wrath the storm, and drove us back 
To that lone house ; where lo ! in quest of beds 
Came three fair lakers ! — so, a mountain track 
Of sixteen miles we walk'd, and, in the pride 
Of courtesy, wind, rain and darkness all defied. 
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TO J. O. 

A MAN whose brow is clear, whose eye is bright, 

Beamful of intellect, as rich as rare, 

Who spurns all shift and compromise whene'er 
A sordid interest would withdraw his sight 
From that which conscience holds the true and right ; 

A human brother ever prompt to share 

A brother's griefs, and so will nobly dare 
To shield the helpless from oppression's might ; 
A loyal subject, whose staid fealty 

Bespeaks its sway in reverence and love ; 

One who, regardful of the Eye above. 
Walks by a faith where life and lip agree. 

Such is the man who hath the power to move 
My heart-affections — such art Thou to me. 
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A LAKS SCENR 
— ♦ - 

Abchino its slender neck the Swan drew nigh, 
Submissive to that Lady's mild command, 
Who, in her stately beauty on the strand 

Watch'd its proud motions, breasting gracefuny 

The curled waves — I saw, unnoticed by, 

The (S'eature feed from out her delicate hand, 

Saw their bright shadow — grac'd with wings or wand 

She well had look*d some fair divinity, 

Or dueen of the lake fairies. Many years 
Are past since then, yet ever as they ran. 

She was the light of countless dreams ; my fears. 
My hopes were hers, and till a gray-hair'd man 

I be, the image oft will gleam through tears 
Of that bright Lady and the milk-white Swan. 
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TO MY LUTE. 

8UPPOAKD TO BE WRITTBN BT A BBRBAVBD FBIEND. 

Ay, even thou, dear Lute ! hast been of late 
Left hanging idly on my cottage-wall ; 
So little now my soul delights in all 

That charm'd before, now that the shaft of fate 

Hath left an ill no time may mitigate : 
Ne'er shall I wake thee more, with her mild call 
Complying, who the while a madrigal, 

From some sweet poet of an olden date. 

Might sing as erst, when we two sitting nigh 
The noiseless curr^t of a gliding stream, 
Shaped, in thy pauses there, a blissful dream 

(As mortal life had neither tear, nor sigh,) 
Of coming days — bright with its manifold beam 

Like April's bow, to melt in vacancy ! 
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TO A LAWYER. 

AvAUNT ! I love thee not thou man of law ! 
Thy race is full of craft and subtilties ; 
And in thy sinister mien, I recognise 
The common stamp — sooner through life I'd draw 
The blade o'er a Boor's chin, or from the jaw 

Wrench the foul tooth, or mete the dead man's size 
And coffin him, than wear thy dark disguise. 
Thou shark ! so only thy voracious maw 
Find prey, it boots not how ; but know, ere long. 
An imsuspected sleeper will awake 
Within thy breast, and sure requital make ; 
Yea, when all bygone deeds in fraud and wrong 
Shall glare upon thee with an elfish light. 
And leave a venom ranker than the scorpion's bite ! 
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MULLER. 

VPON SSBIXG ONK OK HIS PICTUEKB. 

Abt*s masterpiece ! where Art all art concealeth, 

And Nature seems but freshly to put on 

Her wont and many-hued caparison 
With graceful negligence — and so revealeth 
To him, whose eyes the love of her unsealetb. 

In form and light, in colour and in tone, 

A beauty and a truthful charm, which none 
Save that disciple either sees or feeleth : 
E'en thus, my praise was aye at his command, 

Who ne'er the simplest o[ her features slighted, 
But with the vigour of a faithful hand 

Transferr'd each scene which most his heart delighted, 
Through foreign climes, or in his native land ; 

Yet dying ere due fame his skill requited ! 
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TO BELINDA, 

ON HKR ASKING ME WHAT ONE TO WHOM SHE WAS BRTBOTHRD SAID 
WHEN HE KNEW OF HER SUDDEN MARRTAOE. 

He cursed thee with free tongue, as now he read 
The public chronicle which show'd thy name 
Link'd to another's (record of thy shame) ; 

Yea, after some few scalding tears were shed, 

He cursed thee with free tongue, and wish'd thee dead : 
But soon, when his first violence griew tame, 
From mere exhaustion of all terms of blame. 

And sharp reproach (his cheek's unnatural red 

Changing to ashy white) he did recall 

Those fiercer words, and calmly wish'd thee life. 

Life and great length of days — ^but only so 

That 'twixt thy heart and thee, the fretting strife 

Might slowlier waste, and so return for all 

Thy perfidy a recompensing woe ! 
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DEFIANCE. 

*' I see a careful sweat, nm in a ring 
About their temples, but all will not do."— T. Middlbton. 

Spare, spare your slanderous breath, your gibes restrain, 
Ye cannot of that maiden's fond esteem 
Me dispossess — ^nor other than I seem 
Make me ; the effort is most idly vain 
To break by your low arts the mystic chain 

Which binds our hearts — ^aye must my image stream 
Through the whole guise of love's intruding dream 
By day and night — ^yea, in her joy and pain 
I still shall haunt her as a presence — ^not 
All change of circumstance in time or place. 
Nor mortal striving can the past efface ; 
Spite of herself, it ne'er may be forgot, 
How our love strengthened from its first embrace, 
To those last tears that bathed each parting face ! 
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OP A LAND-STORM. 

Mass deepened into mass of heavy cload ; 

Stirr'd not a leaflet in the mute-sank breeze ; 

Yet, hollow whisperings ran throughout the trees, 
As if , in fancy's dream, the Satyr-crowd 
Come there for shelter, fear'd to speak aloud : 

So dark, so drear, so still the hills and leas, 

It seem'd a time for solemn obsequies 
O'er Nature, lying 'neath her sable shroud — 
Then one by one in big drops fell the rain, 
Until the sheeted deluge burst amain ; 

While, wrathful fire-shafts cleaving heaven asunder. 
Crash after crash, and roar succeeding roar. 

The mountain-caverns echoed back the thunder ; 
Hearts quailing that had never quail'd before. 
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PRESENT AND AWAY. 

TO WILUAM WORDSWORTH, WRITTEK IN LONDON. 

Beloved Bard ! whene'er, as oft, I take 
Thy priceless volume up, it seems that some 
BefriendiDg hand conducts me from the hum 

Of Mammon's mart to thy crystalline lake ; 

Or, into verdurous depths old forests make ; 
Or, o'er the purple heath where wild-bees roam 
In quest of sweets, or where comes piping home 

The sauntering shepherd-boy, through bourn and brake; 

Or, up the hill's grey side, whilst overhead 
Sings his soft lay, the sky-affianced bird. 

Faint as a Christian's hymn when nearest heaven ; 

And sure to thee, or gratitude were dead. 

For sights all else unseen and sounds unheard, 

The fitting praise should be most freely given. 
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MARIAN. 

Hebs is a face not beautifal, and yet 
It hath a power of interest ; oval, fair. 
From infancy to womanhood, not there 

Spread the young rose its leaf — although a violet 

Might seem to soent her breath, while dark as jet. 
Braided in eastern fashion, shines her hair 
Farting the forehead. Poets might compare 

Her grace of motion to the wood-nymphs', met 

In choral dance — ^her breast the abode doth seem 
Of good and tender thoughts, which ever move 

Her hand to gentle ministries where stream 
Tears down pale faces — true as mated dove. 

And pure as are the shapes of childhood's dream, — 
Such see you rarely — ^but in seeing — ^love I 
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OF A BOAT RACE. 

(OAXBIUDQB, 1841.) 

A GOODLY sight, which may to few give place. 
Those tapering boats by skill consummate plann'd, 
Two score and one, and holding each a band 

Of nine competitors, for manly grace 

Unpass'd, all waiting with one eager face 
The signal gun — and see ! to its command 
Now plying hard the oar with sinewy hand, 

Forward they shoot like arrows in the race. 

Up the broad gleaming river ! hope and fear 
Filling the breast alternate — on and on 

Fired by the moving crowd's impassion'd cheer. 
They speed amain, until the victory's won. 

Dear youths I 'tis well, but nobler objects rise. 

Where Wisdom points the course, and Study wins the prize! 
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THE WEDDING MORN. 

(TH« BEV. '8.) 

The grass-bound path, with gravel newly spread. 
Its line outstretches to the gothic door 
Of Ashton^s fane, some sixty steps or more 
Beyond the churchyard-gate ; and thither led 
By lore's respectful homage, habited 
In Sabbath-day attire, the village poor 
On either side stand waiting : grave fourscore. 
And mothers holding in its bosom bed 
The sleeping babe, 'mid youths and damsels fair. 
And lo I the knot inextricably tied. 
Comes forth the bridegroom with his blushing bride 
And kith and kin attending — while a pair 
Of urchins, rosy-cheeked, before them fling, 
To emblem future years, the flowers of spring. , 
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UNHAPPINRaS. 

The joys how meagre of my lot on earth 

And swollen the sorrows, — those; in sooth have been 
" Like angel visits few and far between," 
And these frequenting inmates, from my birth 
Up through my manhood — ^yea, the very mirth 
Which beautifies with light the child's fair mien 
Some clouds of darkness oft would intervene 
To chequer — and an old man now, my hearth 
Is comfortless, for them I loved are not ; 
And none love me, yea to mine aching eye 
Men wear blank faces — ^nor a hand is nigh 
To smoothe my dying pillow, so I pray 
At night and mom Time's axe would cut away 
A wither*d trunk, which cumbereth its spot. 
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LIKENESS. 

'Tis strange, that ia the College where awhile 
I sojourn, it should be my chance to know 
A man who doth a twin-resemblance show 

In figure, gait, voice, manner, look and smile, 

To One whose loved communion did beguile 
The hours spent here some thirty years ago — 
Like brothers we, our hearts were linked so ; 

While oft for coming years was raised a pile 

Of grave intentions, vowing to remain 
Unchangeable, let fortune smite or bless : 

And when I seem to see him thus again. 

Old thoughts revive of youth's true-heartedness ; 

And smiles will come, and tears sufiPuse mine eye, 

Whilst he at whom I'm gazing knows not why. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



220 



SPECIAL PLEADING. 

(OBAVINO THS €£1X10*8 NOTICE.) 

Gentle, it is my wont, wlien newly writ 
A sonnet, madrigal or ode, to show 
The same to Emily, that I may know 
By her sweet face, (taste's dial) if in it 
Be aught unworthy of a Poet's fit ; 

And with the knittings of her alter'd brow, 
Or with the playful smiles that come and go, 
I hold no parle, but instantly commit 
Or not, such brain-work to the flames — thus, Sir, 
I now beseech, in Courtesy's good name. 
Where there is need thou wilt but gently blame ; 
Seeing, that half the fault belongs to her. 
Yet speak thy best praise freely when 'tis due. 
Since one kind word for her, to me is two. 
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TO A PLAYMATE OP MY CHILDHOOD. 

I KEN thee DOW poor solitary thing ! 

Yet not till now the street-lamp's downcast light 

Falling on that thin cheek, gave to my sight 
A face well known tho* in its withering : 
For the young rose that there was wont to cling 

Enamour'd of the lily's delicate white, 

Is faded now, and an untimely blight 
Hath nipp'd the virgin promise of thy spring ; 
And thou art sunken, weak, and comfortless. 

Yet, for thine ill no idle tears shall flow, 
(Tho* scarce my lips the rising curse suppress 

On him who flatter'd to deceive thee so,) 
For come ! reprove who may, my Gh)d I bless 

That I dare shelter a shorn lamb in woe. 
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ON LEAVING THE ISLEf OP WIGHT. 

Farewell thou brightest island of the sea 
That sweeps my native shore — a fond adieu 
To scenes as fair as Painter ever drew, 
Or Poet feign*d — ^with spirit light and free 
Here have I wander*d long and pleasantly, 
And now for that great city, dread to view, 
Save that its smoky cirque includes a few 
Who are as much beloved as they love me ; 
Yet, Vecta, ere I go, I fain would leave 
For those who stay behind a gentle prayer 
(And One there is who much aflFects my care) 
That each, by God's free love vouchsafed, receive 
A boon more precious than the miser's wealth, 
Peace to the mind, and for the body, health ! 
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OF EMILY. 

" And oh ! the difliBrence to me."— Wordsworth. 

The gentlest of the gentler sex, I ween. 
Was one named Emily — with form and face 
Alike unmatched for loveliness and grace 

In others' eyes, though by her own unseen : 

From every circle where she once had been 
She took a charm no comer might replace : 
In mind withal, so free from each dark trace 

Of passions which disturb this low terrene. 

She seemed created for a purer sphere. 

Some world of truthfulness and peace and love. 

Whereto (on making brief and needful stay 

To finish her assign'd vocation here 

And as her presence then were claimed above) 

By unseen wings upborne, she soar'd away. 
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OF JOHN BUNYAN, 

THS AUTHOR 09 THV PILGRIM'S PROOBB88. 

Through all the lets and hindrances which lie 
Athwart proud aims, true genius will perforce 
Shape out and signalise its own free course ; 
Yea, in the veriest depths of penury. 
Spread its broad wing for travel far and high ; 
E'en as no mists or cloud-glooms can divorce 
^om his alliance with the primal source 
Of light, the stem-eyed regent of the sky : 
Thus, mid a throng of life's severer woes, 

And fetter-bound within the captive's cell. 
O'er bodily ills our Banyan's spirit rose. 

As rich in gifts as irrepressible, 
Weaving that wondrous Dream — devout — sublime, 
Nor less so for all peoples than all time. 
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THE WELLINGTON CHAIR. 

(pinned to ONK so called, in the POSBBaaiON OF O. PBABODT, ESQ.) 

A FIT embroidering, both rich and rare ! 
Nor yet more prized for its surpassing skill. 
Than the tried patience and the kindly will 

Of that much-valued friend, whose fingers fair 

Enwrought the same to grace this antique chair ; 
Though dreaming not, while busy to fulfil 
Her three years* task-work, how the (fift should still 

Become enhanced by one chance sitting there : 

E'en hu^ that noble and exalted gue%t^ 

(For deeds unrivallM through the storied fame 

Of British heroes, now in glorious rest !) 
Who left on earth the splendour of a name 

Which tyrants quake to hear, as o*er their view 

Bursts the appalling field of Waterloo ! 
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CROSSING AN ALP. 

When young, my buoyant steps were light and free 
As is the swallow's wing in summer air ; 
But now that age hath touch'd me, and my hair 

Is wearing thin, and looking silverly, 

That steep rough pass exacted a degree 

Of bodily strength which ill my frame could spare, 
And lagging far behind our party there, 

I craved their courteous heed to wait for me ; 

But at the top — as on my wondering sight 
Burst the huge ribbed mountains crownM with snow, 
While some pale lake slept smilingly below, 

Like Beauty at the foot of guardian Might, 

No deeper feeling of intense delight 

Throbb'd in the pulse of forty years ago. 
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OF A GREAT AND RETIRING GENIUS. 

-4 — 

Unknown by those with whom he deigns to walk, 
They deem him like themselves, as light and vain 
In thought and show, or in his joy or pain 
Affected by the self-same things, which balk 
Their hope or feed desire — ^for in his talk 
Of such conceal^ gifts whidi may obtain 
At his free will high place, his lips refrain 
All mention, (bending low, as bends the stalk 
Of earthward-looking flowers) content to hide 
His inborn strength, and dwarf his natural size ; 
Eight voluble in the inanities 
" Of casual prate," for he beloved would be, 
Not fear'd — an equal sharer in the glee 
Where jest, and laugh, and song the hours divide. 
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TO THE OLD YEAR. 

(SPKAKIirO THS KXPERIKRCB OF A FBIKKD.) 

Glad am I thoa art gone, disastrous year ; 
I hail'd thy coming wiUi an uptum'd face 
Of thankful joy, and verily did brace 
My soul with full poetic strength to bear 
Meet honours at thy birth; but for my cheer 
Of welcome, thou hast sent with thankless grace 
A sullen answer back, and in thy space 
Beheld me dash'd from fortune's glittering sphere 
To ruin's brink — yes ! specious villany. 
By subtlest stratagems, eluding sight, 
O'ermaster'd the appeals of truth and right : 
Whilst other woes badst thou in store for me. 
Since one proved ingrate whom I clothed and fed, 
And one beloved, as she loved me — ^is dead. 
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EUR£KA ! 

" EuEE KA ! " still " Eureka ! " was ray cry, 
While Echo shouts of answering joyance sent, 
As through the garden-door, on mischief bent, 
I flung myself upon the sward close by 
The startled Kate, who sat with musing eye. 
On some old Poet's charmful verse intent ; 
" Eureka, what by such strange word is meant ? " 
" * I've found it ' — ^yes, e'en that which thousands try 
And try in vain, to find within the pages 
Aforetime written by the white-hair'd sages. 
Or by long communings with present men. 
Native or foreign, through life's varied stages — 
Teuth!" "Where?" "In woman's lips;" and kissing then 
Kate's lips, I laughing spake the word again. 
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AN EPITAPH. 

(huso A PAJU.PHRASB OF AN INSCBIPTION ON THE TOMB OF R. ST. 0. M., 
ST. GEOBOB, WHO " WAS MURDERED BY HIS OWN TENANTS, UKABMKD 
AND IN BED.") 

Yes, freely let it flow upon this stone, 

The holy tear departed virtue draws ! 

Weep for the soldier ! who to shrink or pause 
Knew not, when duty's mandate call'd him on ; 
Weep for the loyalist ! who made his own. 

Through sunshine and through cloud, the kingly cause ; 

Weep for the magistrate ! who dealt the laws 
Firmly but mildly, fear'd by them alone 
Whose conscience might his sentence antedate ; 
Weep for the Christian 1 all should emulate ; 
Yet rather weep for man's ingratitude, 

Weep Erin I for thy sons, that treacherous crew. 

Who, while they bread from his free largess drew, 
In his life-blood their murderous hands imbrued. 
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THE FIRST SIGHT OF ENGLAND. 

Welcome ! ye snow-white cliffiB of Albion ; 

Long hath mine eye been strain'd to catch once more 

Your line of flickering radiance, beaming o'er 
The dark-blue bed of waters — ^he alone 
Can tell this joy of greeting who his own 

Hath made it, after self-deniab sore 

And manifold upon a foreign shore ; 
Large converse held and strict communion 
With men of other countries, in estate 

And custom changing through each wide degree ; 
Seen the rod fall in its despotic weight. 

And mark'd the tremour of the crouching knee ; 
And so with love and duty renovate, 

Hails his own father-land of liberty. 
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WRITTEN UNDBB THE PORTRAIT OP A TORY FRIEND. 

The sample of an EngUE^mnn true-bred. 
Not of your modem growth, but oi that old 
Good sdiool when men in simple &ith did hoM 
Devout allegiance to their kingly head. 
As one on whom the grace of heaven had shed 
Its sacred unction — men resolved and bold 
Wherever freedom her proud flag unroll'd. 
Or when their country's rights were questioned 
No price set on their bbod — or in the field. 

Or at the altar, or within the blaze 
Of their own hearths, courageous, staunch, or kind ; 

Such who did honour to l^ose better days 
When Statesmen laboured with an earnest mind, 
And Patriots bow'd to die but not to yield. 
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CHANCERY. 

" An amicable suit ? " beshrew the tongue 
That e'er gave utterance to such hollow sound, 
For verily on words could not be found 

A pretext further from the purpoie hung : 

As years have juroved — ^whose specious hope scarce flung 
A ray, to gladden the domestic round, 
Ere like the meteor's of some quaggy ground. 

It paled in mists wherefrom the light had sprung ; 

Meanwhile those Harpies who affect to be 

The wards and guardians of each menaced right, 

{Affect, for in this mask'd hypocrisy 
Self only whets a keener appetite,) 

The body of our substance batten on. 

Till it is left — a mocking skeleton ! 
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OP A WIDOW AND HER SON. 

A BOISTEBOUS night ! — and she, the Widow' d-One, 
Hears, troubled on her bed the wind and rain 
Drive fearfully against the bulging pane 
Of her small casement — ^Pale and woe-begone 
She puts up prayers to Him, whose might alone 
. Can save, for her poor Boy, toss'd on a main 

Of roaring waters — ^yet and yet again 
She looks from out the window — stars are none — 
And now, while volleying thunders overhead 

With madder rage their burning arrows throw. 
Up-sitting with blear'd eyes, she wearily 
Counts the night-watches 1 — joy is hers to see 

The morning-star break calm — she does not know 
It shines on him she loves — shore-cast and dead ! 
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A FATHER'S LOVE. 

A Eatheb's love, how new and strange a thing 
To bim who through some fifty years hath led 
A single life — and only worshippM 
That inward idol, Self— concentrating 
His hopes in all its promises might bring, 
His fears in all by its denials bred : 
While certes now within the heart and head 
Seems freshly open'd some mysterious spring 
Of thought and feeling — and I smile and weep 
In joy or sadness hitherto unknown ; 
Nor feel that I am in the world alone, 
But merge a life in life, as watch I keep 
O'er that dear babe who all so helpless lies 
And hangs upon me with her soft blue eyes. 
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MY CHILD'S KISS. 

And did I verily, dear Baby, feel 
Upon my cheek the pressure of a kiss, 
The^r*^ those tiny lips e'er gave ? for this 

Sweet secret did thy mother's word reveal ; 

Upbreathing no faint murmur that a seal 
So true of infant love herself should miss : 
For she would rather add to such home-bliss 

Than from it e'en in thought a jfiraction steal. 

Tho' might the choice, sweet Pet I have been mine own, 
Not me, but her, as holding earlier claim. 

Had such pure token of affection blest : 

Still, Smiler ! for the past it will atone, 

U, while close nestling on her gentle breast. 
Ere yet mine own, thou lisp thy mother's name. 
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THE EMBRYaARTIST. 

♦ 

What! is the pencil in my Infant's hand? 

My child's, whose backward tongue can scarcely reach 
The merest scantling of articulate speech ; 

Yet, at the fitful impulse and command 

Of inward fancies, none can understand. 

Scrawls symbols o'er the outspread sheet of each, 
In lines grotesque — and as she fain would teach 

The smiling group of her half-sister band. 

With small forefinger points at what is done, 
Uplooking in their eyes most wisely — then 
Shapes out new forms and points and looks again. 

" Sweet Babe !" quoth I, "may He whose hand alone 

Graves on the heart the laws of Good's dear Son, 
Write these betimes on thine with * iron pen.' " 
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HAPPY REPOSE. 

Mt child was sleeping in the bright noon-day, 
And (dose beside her on the self-same bed 
Of silken grass with flowers embroidered, 

A milk-white Lamb in gentle slumber lay ; 

As if the twain had been o'ertired with play. 
And now took rest together — nor (chance-led 
Before them) till a Father's love be dead. 

Shall that fair sight from memory pass away : 

Sweet lambs, said I, are verfly ye two ! 
Alike untouched by care, from sorrow free, 

Begniling time with gambols ever new. 
And finding loving hearts in all who see — 

Sleep on in peace 1 as so might thousands do. 
Had such your innocence and purity. 
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THE HIDDEN YET HEARD. 

Thebe is a matchless bird, withal so shy 
As seldom to be seen — ^yet of his skill 
Meantime right conscious, holds a sovran will 

To chain the ear, while he eludes the eye ; 

Nor, when his tuneful throat is throbbing high 
With its rich notes, is he content, until 
The waken'd echoes from each woodland hill 

Give out responses to his minstrelsy ; 

As so, those nightingales of charmM song. 
Our Poets, oft in deep seclusion hid. 

Pour forth their lays divinely eloquent, 

(As whilom Scotia's gifted ploughman* did) 

While Fame, in resonances dear and strong. 

Fills wide the world with wondering ravishment. 

•Robert Bums. 
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HOLIDAY. 

1. 

Escaping city thraldom, din and care. 
We sought a chosen spot beset with trees. 
Therein to spend together at our ease 
A summer's day all in the open air, 
Wife, girls, and I, with One, not loth to share 
Our cheap delights — ^nor were the humming bees 
Spoil-laden, nor the shrill-voic'd chaffinches 
More happy than ourselves — while chasing there 
Each other in and out the alleys green. 

Or tossing in the face the fragrant hay. 
Or swinging from the boughs which overlean, 

Or whirling round and round in hand-knit play, 
Or watching our dear Pet up-plucking nigh 
Blue pansies and that flower with yellow eye. 
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HOLIDAY. 
11. 

And sight it was most fair and beautiful 
Of that sweet child amidst the flooding gold 
Of evening's sun, whilst in her tiny hold 

Sparkled those flowers she loveth best to cull, 

Until her straw-wrought basket brimming full 

Streamed o'er the mother's lap, whose joy was told 
By smiles, kind words, and kisses manifold. 

And sure his sympathies were worse than dull 

Who could not in the bliss participate ; 
Yea, worse — ^for where so fair a spectacle 
Finds not delighted eyes, it proves too well 

The world or crime hath marr'd that bloom, which hence 

No chance nor change may ever renovate. 
Life's virgin bloom of truth and innocence. 
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TO E. P. 

OuB old friends are our best friends after all. 

Without the frettings of an anxious care, 

We know as we are known, just as we are, 
In virtues and in failings great or small^ 
And interlinked thus, whatever befal 

Through life's uncertain day of foul or fair, 

The brightness and the gloom in joy and care 
In either visage is identical. 
So, Edmund, you and I together stand. 

And so for thirty years or more have stood. 
Both proffering in need the ready hand, 

Both sharers of the unexpected good, 
And both out-looking from this pilgrim-land 

Homewards, to one unbroken brotherhood. 
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TO WILLIAM WORDSWORTH. 

They have not done thee justice — not the men 

Of this thy day — ^yea, hands are even now 

Upraised to tear from thy majestic brow 
The circling laurel — such whose earth-bound ken 
In vain can follow thee, a denizen 

Of climes ethereal, (as even so 

May those bright realms be call'd which spread and glow 
Through thy diviner verse,*) for thus the wren, 
The hedge-row wren, might hold an equal flight 

With the sky-cleaving eagle ; but a time 
Will surely come when, purged and purified 
From grov'Uing glooms, the millions' gladden'd sight 

Shall hail thee throng in that cirque sublime, 
Where England's nobler bards sit glorified. 

* See his Odes. 
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A GRAY-HAIRED INTERDICTION. 

(TOUCHIKO ROMANCE RBADINO.) 

Nay, shut the page, dear Anne, I'D hear no more ; 

These books are perilous things for one, who yet 

Hath much grave work before him ere is set 
Life's westering sun ; yea, much, in scanning o'er 
The leaves of his own heart, through all their store 

Of wilful sin and undischarged debt ; 

And so while his pale eyes are newly wet 
With penitential tears, would fain implore 
Forgiving love to cancel what is past. 

Benignant grace to aid in- times to come ; 
While thus — as Faith, Grod-strengthen'd, hard and fast 

Cleaves to the Cross of Jesu's martyrdom. 
So Hope, whose torch shines brighter at the last, 

May light through death-set glooms a pilgrim home. 
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AN EVENINO IN AUTUMN. 

This eve bears promise of a beauteous night. 

Come, Annie, if thy humour so incline, 

We'll sit awhile beneath yon sycamine 
And see the rooks come home with silent flight : 
The sun's a-bed, tho' still his curtain-light 

Lingers in that long slip of crimson shine : — 

'Tis lost — and 6ne by one the stars divine 
Through their blue windows peep, as if the sight 
Might gladden them of this round earth below ; 

And look how fair in her crystalline shell 
Bides forth the moon 1 But, Annie, weak art thou. 

And the night air blows shrewdly up the dell — 
Thy wimple tied— home to our babe we'll go ; 

Good night sweet stars, and blessed moon farewell ! 
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CHOLMLEY LODGR 

(THS BlSIDSNCa OF 8. THOBNTON, B8Q.) 

In sooth a welcome nook, a close retreat 
Erom all the dust and noise and tainted air 
Where busy thousands ply a sordid care ; 
Yea, at so scant a distance from the seat 
Of Mammon's idol, it is doubly sweet 
To loiter o'er this plot of greenness, where 
As eve shuts up the flowers of beauty rare. 
We hear at times the Nightingale repeat 
His tremulous love-song — nor to notice less 
The blue smoke curling upwards through the trees 
O'er-topping those grey-gabled cottages — 
While all glad guests who come and go confess 
Than his, the Owner's spirit, none can be. 
For deeds of social love, more large and free. 
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CHOLMLBY LODGE FESTIVAL. 

(to E. THORNTON, KK).) 

It surely does the heart good to behold 
The liberal cost and kindly will display'd. 
In spreading out this Tent's capacious shade. 
To pen, as in a hospitable fold. 
Flocks of the village poor, both young and old ; 
All seated now — at tables overlaid 
By smoking viands, such as are purvey 'd 
At rich men's boards, with tiers of cups that hold 
Brown ale or sparkling wines — the feast to end 
( While joy illumes each rustic countenance) 
In the quaint movements of the country dance. 
Where high and low liuk hands as friend and friend : 
Nor should He lack the meed of praiseful rhyme. 
Who thus revives dear England's " olden time." 
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PAST AND PRESENT PORTRAITURE. 

How changed from what she was ! in early days 
She seem'd a creature only made for love 
And truthfulness and peace — nor might she move 

Through any circle but all eyes would gaze 

Delighted — while the faintest breath of praise 
Eeach'd but a shrinking ear, as if above 
Lip-homage (though e'en Angels might approve) 

She took for their own sake her lovely ways. 

But ah 1 the world, ere many years were spent, 
This beauteous image marr*d ; and now in lieu 

Of each fine feeling and pure sentiment 

Impregned with goodness, or to honour true. 

Self-love pervades the grovelling intent, 
And guile achieves what envy finds to do. 
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TO EDMUND PEEL. 

(with a picture by thx author.) 

Slight token of a friendship time hath knit 
Some thirty years, and likely now to hold 
Till life's faint pnlses cease from being told ; 

Accept, dear Peel, this sketch, which bears in it 

Small proof of skill to make a welcome fit : 

Though coidd my name with theirs stand high enrolled, 
Buysdael or Hobbima, with hope more bold 

Might I of olden debts myself acquit : 

Yet wilt not thou the semblance dis-esteem 
Of that sweet spot, where at the even-fall 

While sitting in the broad sun's golden beam 
We both confess'd how we could barter all 

The glittering pageants of ambition's dream 
To dwell within a place so rustical. 
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COMPULSION. 

(FBOM a nUSKD'S JOUBHAL.) 

Our village-bells proclaim the newly-wed ; 

And ah I how Mary's Guardians, harsh as strong, 
Have forced her all-reluctant feet along 
Imperious to the altar. Thus are sped 
The hopes which we for years had cherished — 
But since the blame is theirs who did the wrong, 
Breathes from my lips the prayer, no nascent throng 
Of vain regrets may o'er her future spread 
Disturbing gloom. — Tes ! while alas ! for me 

The dreams of our past love shall never cease 
(When to the other each as life was dear) 
Haunting by day and night the memory ; 
God will ! the marriage-peal which now I hear 
Prove but the knell of my departed peace. 
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OP SOME WELL-KNOWN PERVEBTa 

It verily within bis grave might stir 

The old man's bones, if he, the coffin'd dead. 
By gleams of consciousness re-visited, 
Should so become a silent witnesser 
Of things which in his wonted sphere occur : — 
I say a Father on his clay-cold bed 
With sore amaze might lift his ghostly head, 
To see amongst the crew, who widely err 
From that pure faith in which he lived and died. 
His recreant offspring — ^who, tho' knowing all 
The toils that Sire had given to disenthral 
A captive race, (and so stands glorified 
In deathless verse) yet, superstition-blind. 
With Bome-forged chains enslave the prostrate mind. 
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DISSEVERANCE. 

" The chain gripes sorely I am forced to wear ; 

Harsh my Sire's mandate was, a cruel one, 

Consigning me, for lucre's sake alone, 
(Despite the heart-appeal of tear and prayer) 
To waste life's virgin strength with studious care, 

O'er drowsy tome of Coke on Lyttleton ; 

Me,, making ardent suit in Helicon, 
All emulous a Poet's name to bear : 
God grant some hap, no matter what its kind, 

May set me from my wretched trammels free — 
That so, as it shall list, the winged mind 

Might shape its course in light and liberty." 
A pale-faced youth, self-musing thus, pass'd by ; 
Nor which was sadder of the twain — ^wot I. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



253 



APPROACHING SHIPWRECK. 

(founded on fact.) 

While memory lives, the horrors of that night 
Must haunt me still — when, near a rocky shore, 
Dash'd by the furious waves, and 'mid the roar 

From volleying thunders, ireful with the light 

Of fire-shafts, all aboard in wild affright 

Waited the whelming plunge — some madly tore 

The hair, some pray 'd, some shriek'd,some laugh'd, some swore. 

Here one in mute despair his bag clutch' d tight. 

And there two brothers lay in lock'd embrace. 
While from a swooning mother's 'kerchief-fold 
Dropt her poor babe that gibber'd as it roll'd — 

But through the lamp-smoke glared one ashy face. 

So ghastly from an inward agony 

As rived me to the quick — a lawyer he. 
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THE POET'S PRESCRIPTION. 
(to am invalid.) 

Leave, leave the doctors, Anne, and with me go 
Into the bosom of some quiet vale, 
Where he, the linnet, warbles his sweet tale, 

Or winding brooks make mnsic as they flow. 

Or bank-strown flowers in rich profusion grow, 
Or lime-trees shake their odours on the gale. 
Or maids sit singing o'er the milking-pail, 

Or on green hillocks idling younkers blow 

Their oaten pipes — ^for I of this am sure, 
Would'st thou but yield thee to the ministry 
And open influence of the earth and sky. 

Sunshine and song, fresh airs and waters pure, 
(While men pulse-fingering, bootless nostrums ply,) 

Nature shall triumph in thy perfect cure. 
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THE STARLINGS. 

A THOUSAND starlings sat upon a tree, 
A leafless tree, and in the wintry sun, 
Whose chatterings did all so glibly run 

Throughout the spreading boughs, as they might be 

Mistaken in the season. Silently 

I stood in ambush with my half-raised gun, 
Intent on manifold death, when every one 

Now shook its wings with such a visible glee 

In the broad light, that for my life not I 

Could pull the trigger. And when that great troop 
Of happy creatures with a headlong swoop 

Launch*d themselves forth into the open sky, 
A childish joy was mine ; and all the day 
Right pleased was I those starlings flew away. 
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CONTRAST. 

THK MKLANrHOLY BBEATUIKG OF A FBIRND. 

Brief while ago, yea scarce one flitting hour, 
Nought did distain the clear blue hemisphere 
Save larks with their grey bodies, mounting there. 

While now from murky clouds the slanting shower 

Falls pattering through the leaves — ^yet soon with power 
Of gather'd splendour shall the sun appear. 
And hill and dale their verdant mantle wear 

O'erstarr'd by countless hues of weed and flower 

More fair and bright. — So with each fitful mood 
Doth Nature in her love of change comply ; 

Sunlight and shadow, barrenness and bloom, 
Chequering the outward face of things — whilst I 

On life's dark road meet no vicissitude. 

Walking in one interminable gloom. 
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CALVARY. 

DISCSIPTXYI OF A PAIHTIirO BY TH« AUTHOB. 

About the blessed Bood a halo-light 
Streams from the body of the Crucified ; 
And of the twain, one raised on either side, 
It falls on him, whose faith-enkindled sight 
Own'd but to prove his Lord's redeeming might : 
While o'er that mocking Infidel, who died 
In pains unmitigable, hope-denied, 
The darkness broods of his foreshadowed night : 
But who, still lingering there on bended knee. 

The feet enclaspeth of the Holy One 
With kisses in her tears ? a Mother She, 

The Virgin-Mother mourning her dead Son. 
— ^And well this honour Woman may receive, 
The first to welcome as the last to leave. 
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PROCLIVITIES TO POPERY. 

As some judicial darkness fell upon 
A mitred few, what pale surprise to see 
How men, lynx-eyed for their sagacity. 

In all things else pertaining, save the one 

On which is built, as a foundation stone. 
Their own high office, should abettors be 
Of that pretentious clique, who bend the knee 

To papal Bome in half communion ! 

Not more regardless of the sacred trust 

Which England's thousands in their hands have laid, 

Than of the voices speaking from the dust 
Of those heroic bands, who nobly paid 

For all which Protestants hold dear and good 

In freedom and in truth — ^their Martyr-blood. 
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OF ARABELLA, THE FAIR HYPOCRITE. 

With ostrich feathers drooping o'er her brow, 
And only than itself less purely white. 
Along the painted floor, like faery sprite, 
She glides in radiant beauty to and fro. 
Among the mirthful daneers : all eyes now. 
That watch her graceful motions, shining bright 
With inward thoughts of wonder and delight ; 
All save mine own, which secretly o'erflow 
To know her other than she seems to be ; 

One, hiding deep beneath a breast, whereon 
Suspicion's self might lean confidingly. 

All guile ; smiling so sweet, so false, as none 
Have smiled before — above, below her kind — 
In feature that, and ikis 1 trow in mind ! 



s 2 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



260 



TO W. MULREADY, R.A. 

While age comes sOyering o'er the gathered brow,- 
Gathered in household care or untold grief. 
It yields sweet solace, tho' alas ! too brie^ 
For Memoiy's eye a mnsefol glance to throw 
O'er by-gone scenes — as e'en it falleth now 

On that dear spot, where, when the Somm^-leaf 
Hong rich in greenness, or the golden sheaf 
Betokened Autumn's storehouse, — ^I and thou 
With some of kindred taste together met ; 
And at my board, or in the out-door stroll. 
Through happy converse poured the affluent souL 
Meantime, due honour could I ne'er forget 
To that consummate power which earns for thee. 
With Goldsmith's tale, twin immortality 1 
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AN IDLE FANCY. 

fOUITDKD OH rAOX. 

As I sat musing o'er this embiyo book. 

Upon a greensward bank, with doubts possest 
Howy type-enshrined, it might endure the test 

Of public comment ; April's breeze (which shook 

Into a moment's curl the crystal brook) 
Upon the edges of the leaves half prest 
Together, cross-wise on my pensive breast. 

Made a most musical noise, which I mistook 

For Pan's sweet reedy pipe, and was beguiled 
Into a pleasing reverie. — " Might so," 

Said I to Mary, who looked down and smiled, 
" My tuneful breath a like delight bestow. 
To each new service would I straightly go. 

With the glad spirit of a willing child." 
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NATURE SELF-BEFLECTED. 

The things about us but the image take 
Of our own moods of mind in joy or care ; 
Still changing with ourselves from dark to fair : 
Thus, the same scene which failed not to awake 
A fond and happy welcome, for the sake 
Of some self-toudiing interest centred there, 
Now feeds a nascent grief, that is not spare 
Of sighs and tears. So, in yon tangled brake, 
When (Duty-bound) I pass a once-loved spot. 
Gloom-hung tho' In the sunshine, where was given 
T\iei pledge earth-marred, but registered in heaven ; 
A sorrow rives me time assuageth not ; 
Nor seldom doth my heart the wish renew 
That when hope faded, life had withered too ! 
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TO P. R. PICKERSGILL, A.RA. 

Days of thy early boyhood I recall. 
When, flattered by a mother's partial eye. 
Or while the watchful sire stood musing by, 
It was thy wont, and chief delight withal. 
To trace on slate or page, as would befall. 
Strange figures, whose uncouthness might defy 
Conjecture, whether Hades, earth, or sky 
Held in their regions the original : 
And yet no slender earnest did they show 

Of things which should in aftertime be done. 
When effort might due schooling undergo. 

Worthy the higher meed by Gknius won : 
Nor was the trust fallacious — ^for thy name 
Goes sounding onwards in the field of fame. 
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OTHERWISE. 

Thxbb was a time, in sooth a happy time. 
When on each morning of the Holy day. 
The Bells of yonder far-off tower did aye 

Make soul-felt music by their simple chime ; 

And wet or fair, in summer's flowery prime, 
Or while the ice-drops glittered on the spray. 
Alike with steps devout I took my way 

To hold fresh converse with the truths sublime 

Of our dear Christ : — ^but ah ! those village Bells 
Have lost their melody ; and, as my lips 

Eepeat the prayers (for conscience yet compels) 

This heart lies cold and still as heart may be \ 
O'er wonted light extends a drear eclipse : 

Home-griefs have made such difference in me ! 
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A PLEA FOR IVY. 

Uff AirSWSB TO ▲ OLCBIOAL FBIBMD. 

Obeen- HOODED, Charles, your yillage-tower should be, 
As from its quiet valley peers our own. 
With trails of broad-leaved Ivy overgrown ; 

And not, as often is my grief to see, 

That staring mass of naked masonry, 

Marring the picturesque, and pleasing none. 
Save him whose vandal taste for brick or stone 

Discards whatever shall lack " utility : ** 

And yet the Ivy may fit emblem show 
How, like itself, the Church-voiced truths we hear 
To comfort human hearts, are never sere : 

While, as disdainful of the ground below. 

It sky-ward climbs, so in those truths is given 

A hope upshooting o'er the world to heaven 1 
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NOW AND THEN. 

FBOM ▲ FBIUTD'S JOUBHAU 

PiEBCED by the landngs of domestic strife. 
My poor heart, in the quest of short relief, 
Benews its dream-work o*er the past, when grief 
Nor care checked its free breathing — seasons rife 
With all the buoyancies of youth ; when life 
Seemed, in its sunlit hours, a space too brief 
For the out-swelling joy : yea, as a thief, 
Night only came to cut with stealthy knife 
The golden tissue. Nature, teeming then 

With gladsome passion, (as I gazed the while 
On singing brook, gay bird, leaf-kissing tree,) 
Thrilled with a kindred impulse : and the men 

Who crossed my path each had a brother's smile. 
And koit his palm in mine most lovingly. 
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TO THE DEFAMED. 

Ay ! fling tliis trouble to the winds, say I : 
For, when a man like thee, dear Charles, can look 
In his own heart as an onblotted book 
Of act and motive, each malignant lie 
Now spread abroad by babbling fools shall die ; 
As dies the rage-blind snake, with venom strook 
By its own sting. Sure, Innocence may brook 
Assaults more fierce, while fixing its calm eye 
On Truth, that aye the trust doth vindicate : 

Then courage, Friend ! and tranquilly confide 
In her prevailing strength, which, soon or late. 

The mists that pale thine orb shall scatter wide ; 
Meanwhile, take solace in thyself, to know 
The good ne'er walked the earth without a foe ! 
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EARLY LIFE. 

School-days were, sure, the happiest days on earth ; 
When neither Love, with soul-tormenting fears, 
And lynx-eyed jealousies, and scalding tears — 
Nor vain appeals in Poverty's long dearth — 
Nor qualms that follow the carouser's mirth — 
Nor all the toil and moil of him who rears 
Huge gold-heaps — nor rough jostlings from our peers 
Up the steep hill of Fame — as yet had birth : 
But when (save of the book-task) trouble-free, 
The buoyant heart a full enjoyment found 
In merry games ; out on the cricket-ground,. 
At taw, hoop-trundling, or in leaping-feat : 
The hours of sunshine gliding blamelessly. 
Till bed-time slumber came serene and sweet. 
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OP MARIAN'S FUNERAL AND THE ROBIN. 

VOUKDKD OV FAOT. 

The sable train moved slowly from the door 
Of Selby Hall, where, no less prized was She 
For household deeds of love and piety, 

Than when abroad among the village-poor 

The sick or troubled craved for her a store 
Of heavenly good — ^nor shall the youngest see 
To hoary age a gloom of like degree 

As spread that mom our stricken hamlet o'er ; 

And lo ! the corpse within the diurch-aisle brought. 
When now the surpliced priest the sentence read 

" Thanks for the victory by Jesus won," 

Grod's red-scarft chaimter from a beam o'eriiead 

Poured forth his rapturous hymn, as you had thought 

With those voiced words he sang in unison. 
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TO R H. BAILY, R.A. 

Full thirty years, dear Baily, have we been, 

Whate'er the phase of Fortune's fickle reign. 

Each to the other as we now remain : 
Nor shall the chances that may intervene. 
Ere we retire from this woe-chequered scene, 

(Or be it near or distant,) break in twain 

The rigid heart-hold of a mystic chain, 
Strong at sere age as when fife's tree was green. 
And well may I with conscious pride proclaim 

A favoured friendship, that, while claims mine own 
Are scant and few, unites with his my name, 

Who shows for ages in the breathing stone 
Not less the mind's high function to conceive. 
Than the hand-power which wrought the matchless "Eve.* 
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THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON'S BURIAL. 

(WKITTXN LB THE FTTKEBAL PR0OBB8ION TABBMO BT.) 

Might be now burst bis coflSn-lid — tbe Dead — 

And so up-sitting in bis grave-dotbes, see 

Ibis ostentatious pomp and pageantry, 
His corse attending to its dome-capt bed, 
Well from bis bollow voice were merited 

Tbe calm rebuke, " Ob wberefore yield to me 

Tbese empty bonors P ratber bow tbe knee 
And let tbe bands in solemn bomage spread 
Before tbe God of battles,* wbo alone 

(Mindful of tbose oppressed nations, wbence 
Tbe loud appeal of mingled prayer and groan 
Went up) crusb'd tbe world's crusber ! and bas tbrown 

Around your lives and liberties a fence 

Strong in tbe succour of Omnipotence." 

• " He knew/' said the Chairman, (in 1862,) addressing the Cades 
at Addisoombe, "that upon the proudest schemes ever planned by 
human -wisdom *afflavit Deus, et dissipantur : ' and we find this eminent 
man, whose career had been distinguished by unbrok^i success humbly 
acknowledging his own insufficiency." 
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THE ASSAULT. 

He, pale with rage, burst on me unaware, 
And dealt what seemed a death-intended blow. 
As cowardly as ruthless — for altho' 
(Himself in manhood's prime) my temples wear, 
And long have worn, their ring of silver hair. 
This sinewy arm of mine had strength to throw 
The ruffian under foot ; yet did he know, 
One bound by priestly vow must needs forbear 
To thus assoil his robe ; yea, what the strife 
Might be with feelings inly roused, suppress 
Eesentfiil deed, and stand the passionless. 
But shall not Shame His footsteps dog through life. 
Whose hanging brow, self-branded, must retain 
The mark, tho' less in dye, of wandering Cain ? 
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CHANCE AND CHANGE. 

The ran, tho' darkened by some cloudy pile, 
Breaks forth again with undiminished light ; 
And if the conscious flowers in pale affright 
Of fierce and blustering winds retire awhile. 
The starry groups at Spring's returning smile 
Their chambers leave in all their beauty dight ; 
Thus, through an interchange of dark and bright, 
Our thoughts with our life-lot we reconcile : 
And so, as come they will in Hymen's bond. 
The unimagined ills of strife and woe. 
Staid wisdom in its prescience will forego 
The murmurs of complaint— yea, look beyond 
To that forthcoming time of hidden bliss, 
Truth's new embrace and Love's forgiving kiss. 
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OP THE UNPARALLELED. 

While musing o'er the saintly men of old, 
Whose names have prominence in Holy Writ, 
With some distinctive virtue interknit, 

We pause to see, by strenuous faith controlled, 

A Father's hand the knife unfaltering hold 
O'er a bound Son ; — or Daniers face uplit 
With prayer midst hungry lions terror-smit ; 

Or him of Uz, in trials manifold 

Still bending low to kiss the chastening rod ; 
Or his the Shepherd-king's ebullient love 

Harping immortal canticles to Gk>d ! — 
One grace exalting each the rest above : 

Then hail ! all-hail our great Origmal, 

Whose life concentred the bright beams of all I 
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L'ENVOL 

Most gladly now my chosen task-work ending, 
Gk> forth, dear book ! and spread thy simple page- 
And if a section of life's crowded stage, 

Albeit small, from graver cares unbending. 

Find some heart-music with thy fancies blending. 
Not lothly shall I own thy parentage : 
Go ! brave a war the frowning critics wage. 

Or meet their smile thy modest worth befriending ; 

Yet whether that repel, or this invite. 
Be thou a welcomed or rejected thiog, 

(While certes, some fair eyes will shine more bright 
Above thy leaves) to me, as birds in spring 
Are pleased with their own song, thy fashioning 

Hath brought full recompense of sweet delight. 



LOROOHt 
BRADBURY AND BTARSirRIIITBRS, WBITBrRIABS. 
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